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CHAPTEE   I. 

"  Wliat's  the  use  of  snivelliiig, 
And  Yrorrying  and  drivelling  ? 
Sure  yon  miglit  give  over  now, 
And  get  another  lover." 

A  Chorus. 

Meaxwhile,  had  I  -wanted  solace,  it 
lay  close  at  hand.  Theresa  Tras  as  kind 
to  me  as  she  had  been,  on  our  first 
meeting,  rude.  I  rode  -with  her,  some- 
times twice  a  day,  and  got  to  like  the 
exercise  so  well,  that  I  looked  forward  to 
it  with  pleasure.     I  don't  say  the  pleasure 

TOL.  III.  B 

>2- 


JiT  UNCLE'S  SCHEME. 


wasn't  immensely  increased  by  my  com- 
panion. She  talked  charmingly,  with  a 
mixture  of  vivacity  and  good  sense  that 
made  her  conversation  refreshing  to  listen 
to.  She  was  well-read,  as  her  father 
had  affirmed,  but  displayed  her  stores 
with  so  much  tact  and  modesty,  that  I 
never  remember  hearing  her  make  a 
learned  allusion  of  which  the  appropriate- 
ness to  the  matter  under  discussion  did 
not  entirely  extinguish  every  suspicion  of 
pedantry. 

It  was  manifestly  her  resolution  to 
charm  out  of  my  memory  the  very  false 
impression  of  her  character  she  had 
sought  to  establish.  The  sense  that  my 
heart  belonged  to  another  made  her 
feel  perfectly  easy  with  me.  She  would 
speak  her  mind  on  a  great  variety  of 
subjects  ;    sentimental  arguments  were  fre- 
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quent ;  we  could  talk  of  love  in  an 
"  aibstract  sense "  like  Sidney  Smith's 
Scotch  young  lady ;  reason  on  the  emo- 
tions, and  puzzle  each  other  with  meta- 
physics. We  were  both  perfectly  honest 
and  knew  no  danger.  Moreover  we  were 
cousins,  and  everybody  knows  the  nature 
of  cousins'   rio'hts. 

Now  I  may  as  well  confess — being  of 
opinion  that  a  man  ought  always  to 
seize  the  earliest  opportunity  to  tell  the 
truth — ^that,  like  most  young  men  of 
four- and-twenty,  I  was  large-hearted  :  by 
which  I  mean,  there  beat  in  my  bosom 
an  organ  sufficiently  elastic  to  include 
several  objects  at  once.  I  have  pretty 
well  established  my  claims  to  inflamma- 
bility by  my  brief  reference  to  Pauline 
(not  to  speak  of  the  others,  who  are 
nameless)    and  by  the  very  headlong  way 
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in  which  I  had  fallen  in  love  with 
Conny.  I  am  well  aware  that  among 
a  certain  order  of  novelists  and  novel 
readers,  a  hero  is  thought  a  very  con- 
temptible poor  creature  if  he  does  not 
remain  undeviatingly  true  to  his  first 
love  through  forty  or  fifty  chapters  of 
close  print ;  although  during  his  journey 
through  these  chapters,  he  may  have  to 
encounter  several  fascinating  and  seduc- 
tive young  persons,  who  exert  all  the 
arts  they  have  acquired  by  a  long  ap- 
prenticeship to  the  science  of  love-making, 
to  divert  him  from  the  straight  path  that 
leads  him  to  the  altar,  where,  robed  in 
the  shining  nuptial  raiment,  stands  the 
Only   and   the   True. 

If  this  were  an  idle  work  of  fiction, 
instead  of  a  solid  and  trustworthy  narra- 
tive of  facts,    I  should,    no  doubt,   pursue 
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the  established  system,  and  save  the 
printers  a  very  great  deal  of  labour  by 
enabling  them  to  use  some  of  their 
stereotypes.  But  I  carry  my  ink-bottle  in 
my  bosom ;  and  into  it  I  dip  my  pen, 
whilst  memory  hoarsely  dictates  and  judg- 
ment scowlingiy  corrects. 

Now,  do  I  represent  a  species,  or  am  I 
a  unique  ?  When  I  tell  you  that  though 
I  remained  fondly  attached  to  Conny 
through  a  large  number  of  those  days 
darkened  by  her  barbarous  neglect,  I 
could  still  find  a  very  great  pleasure  in 
riding  with  Theresa,  talking  to  her,  lis- 
tening to  her  singing,  and  sajdng  pretty 
things  with  a  tolerably  significant  face, 
will  you  pronounce  me  an  impossibility, 
or  allow  that  I  acted  as  a  great  number 
of  young  men  have  acted,  are  acting, 
and   will   for   ever   act  ? 
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Come,  drop  that  stone.  You  know  I'm 
a  species.  Every  woman  knows  I  am  a 
species.  No  need  to  quote  bacchanalian 
lyrics,  to  mangle  Moore,  or  steal  from 
Morris,  to  prove  that  a  man  may  be 
fond  of  one  and  flirt  with  many.  But 
since  the  testimonies  of  the  great  are 
always  valuable,  hear  musical  Prior 
sing  : 

*'  So  when  I  am  wearied  with  wandering  all  day, 
To  tliee,  my  delight,  in  the  evening  I  come. 
No  matter  what  beauties  I  saw  in  my  way, 
They  were  but  my  visits,  but  thou  art  my  homelS 

Theresa  gained  upon  me  every  day. 
Fresh  characteristics  were  for  ever  crop- 
ping up  to  charm  me  with  new  aspects 
of  her  nature.  She  was  hearty,  genuine, 
cheerful ;  piquant  with  candour,  amusing 
with  originahty.  Moreover,  I  found  my 
admiration    of    her    fine    face    and    figure 
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increase  in  proportion  as  I  grew  familiar 
with  them.  The  longer  Conny  remained 
silent  the  more  powerful  became  my 
regard  for  her  cousin.  I  pictured  that 
fair-haired  girl  devoted — to  Curling ;  and 
jealousy  stung  me,  and  turned  me  to 
Theresa,  and  obliged  me  to  think  of 
her. 

And  how  did  Theresa  treat  me  ?  Ami- 
ably. Her  behaviour  admitted  no  other 
construction.  But  of  one  thing  I  was 
sure ;  had  she  suspected  the  very 
doubtful  feelings  that  made  my  mind 
wave  to  and  fro  like  a  Brahmin  swinging 
at  a  holy  festival,  she  would  have  chilled 
me  into  a  very  decorous  and  distant 
reserve.  Pride  she  had  in  abundance. 
It  peeped  out  in  all  directions.  But  it 
did  not  affect  her  behaviour  to  me ; 
simply  because  she  believed  me  heart  and 
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soul  devoted  to  Conny ;  and  attributed 
any  effervescing  manner  of  mine  to  the 
most  cousinly  impulses,  and  tlie  most 
laudable  anxiety  to  be  thought  amiable. 

I  had  been  now  ten  days  at  my 
uncle's.  He  had  begged  me  in  his 
hearty,  hospitable  manner  to  stop  the 
fortnight,   and  I  had  consented. 

There  had  been  a  time  during  those  ten 
days  when  I  vras  eager  for  nothing  but  to 
return  to  Updown.  But  Conny 's  silence 
had  made  me  rebellious.  I  have  indicated 
some  of  the  thoughts  that  upset  me. 
Since  she  wouldn  t  ^Tite  to  me,  what 
right  had  she  to  expect  me  to  show  any 
great  desire  to  see  her  ?  I  said  to  my- 
seK :  "  She  ought  to  understand  that  I 
am  not  to  be  trifled  with.  My  feelings 
are  not  to  be  trampled  upon.  If  she 
really  cares   about   me,   my  prolonged   ab- 
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sence  will  chafe  her;  and  an  irritant  may- 
serve  to  excite  her  languid  emotion  into 
a  good,  sturdy  passion.  She  will  con- 
clude that  I  have  found  something  veiy 
fascinating  in  Theresa  ;  thus,  by  reasoning 
herself  into  a  jealous  mood,  she  will  be 
taught  that  she  loves ;  my  behaviour 
shall  attest  my  sincerity,  and  the  rest 
shall  be  lost  in  the  murmurs  of  the 
marriage-service. " 

However,  I  should  be  untruthful  to 
pretend  that  my  resolution  to  stop  a 
fortnight  at  Thistle  wood  was  entirely 
owing  to  my  desire  to  pique  Conny. 

It  was  quite  impossible  for  a  young 
man  so  ardently  devoted  to  the  sex  as 
I  was,  to  be  day  after  day  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  young  lady  with  finer  eyes 
than  ever  Eeynolds  painted,  and  with 
such  a  figure   as  Canova   had  worshipped, 
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and  not  be  very  sensibly  affected.  I  well 
remember  leaning  over  her  one  day  wben 
she  was  playing  the  piano,  and  sighing 
inaudibly,  ''  Yes !  were  Conny  to  deceive 
me,  here  might  I  find  her  substitute.'^ 
Did  I  start  on  becoming  sensible  of  the 
escape  of  so  disloyal  a  sentiment  ?  Not 
I.  I  never  started  in  my  life  at  an  idea 
of  my  own.  Am  I  a  Eadcliffean,  an 
Ainsworthian  hero,  that  I  skip  in  my 
cloak  to  an  impulse,  and  recoil  with 
bloodshot  eyes  before  a  fancy  ? 

It  was  Conny 's  fault.  Were  it  the  last 
drop  in  the  well — I  mean,  were  this  my 
last  breath,  I  should  say,  "  Conny  was  to 
blame." 

I  loved  her  as  fondly  as  any  man  can 
love  whose  passion  is  fed  by  the  beauty, 
but  not  by  the  promises,  of  the  adored. 
Is   beauty    a    good    foundation    for    love? 
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Are  the  Goodwin  Sands  a  good  dry  dock 
for  a  sliip  ?  Beauty  inspires  passion,  but 
will  it  create  sincerity  ?  Something  more 
than  that  is  wanted,  I  think.  No  love 
lasts  that  is  unrequited.  No  lamp  burns 
long  that  isn't  replenished  with  oil. 
There  are  hundreds  of  verses  among  the 
poets  illustrative  of  this,  the  best  of 
which  I  might  easily  quote  if  I  knew 
where  to  find  them.  Don't  say  this 
digression  is  neither  here  nor  there.  It 
is  here  and  there  too.  It  concerns  my 
sincerity ;    it  vindicates  my  loyalty. 

Eiding  with  Theresa  on  a  fragrant  and 
glowing  summer  evening,  we  feU  to 
talking  about  Conny.  By  this  time  I 
had  made  up  my  mind  to  understand 
that  she  didn't  mean  to  answer  my 
letter,  and  something  like  a  sense  of 
resignation    was    lodged    at    the   centre   of 
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my  being.  All  those  tendencies  to  pull 
my  hair,  to  neglect  my  cravat,  to  write 
verses  against  the  whole  sex,  with  citric 
acid  in  my  ink-bottle,  were  subdued  or 
dead.  I  had,  indeed,  my  sneerful  inter- 
vals, but  Theresa  was  always  at  hand 
with  her  beauty  for  me  to  forget  myself 
in. 

■  How  the  subject  came  about  I  don't 
know,  but  I  remember  that  Theresa  asked 
me  if  Conny  had  ever  answered  my 
letter. 

''No,"  I  answered  quickly,  clapping 
my  hand,  so  to  speak,  over  the  nerve- 
pulp  her  innocent  question  had  laid 
bare. 

"  I  suppose  she  does  not  think  it 
worth  while  to  write,  as  she  hopes  to 
meet  you  shortly." 

"  That  is  no  excuse,"  I  answered  sternly. 
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''I  wrote  to  lier  eight,  nine  days  ago, 
and  she  ought  to  have  answered  me." 

Theresa  lifted  her  eyebrows,  and 
thoughtfully  patted  her  horse's  neck. 

''  You  would  have  answered  me,"  I 
said. 

*'  I  always  answer  the  letters  I  receive." 

"If  she  loved  me  she  would  have 
replied   by   retm'n   of  post." 

*'  Oh,  you  mustn't  rush  to  severe  con- 
clusions. A  word  will  explain  every- 
thing:,  no  doubt." 

"I  can  imagine  no  excuse  for  her 
silence,"  I  exclaimed  sulkily.  "Would  I 
have  treated  her  so  ?  Had  I  received  a 
letter  from  her,  she  would  have  had  my 
answer  before  the  ink  upon  her  pen  was 
dry.  I  hate  to  be  neglected.  People 
neglect  those  they  despise.  She  very 
well    knows     how     a    letter     would    have 
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gratified  me,  and  nothing  but  an  abomin- 
able theory  of  beartlessness,"  I  cried,  "  can 
account  for  lier  neglect." 

It  was  fortunate  for  my  horse  that  I 
wore  no  spurs,  or  God  knows  where  I 
should  have  driven  them  to,  with  the 
violent  plunge  I  gave  with  my  legs  as 
I   spoke. 

"All  this  is  rank  heresy,"  said  Theresa, 
laughing,  ''  for  which,  on  your  return, 
you  will  be  judged,  sentenced,  and  exe- 
cuted." 

"  It  is  galling  truth,"  I  answered ; 
''  but  if  she  thinks  I  care,  she  is  very 
much  mistaken." 

"  Then  let  us  suppose  she  cares." 

'^  Neither  of  us  cares.  She  never  liked 
me.  It  amused  her  to  hear  my  nonsense  ; 
though,  for  anything  I  know,  I  may 
barely    have     saved     myself    from     being 
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repulsive.  A  woman  detests  to  be  made 
love  to  by  the  man  she  dislikes.  Why 
did  she  encom-age  me  ?  A  look  would 
have  kept  me  off;  a  sneer  dispersed  me. 
I'm  not  a  burr.  I  am  not  one  of  those 
adhesive  animals  whom  no  hints,  no 
open-mouthed  aversion,  can  dislodge.  I 
am  by  nature  so  sensitive,  that  it  is  now 
a  miracle  to  me  how  I  contrived  to 
tell  her  what  feelings  I  had,  before 
I  was  sure  she  was  willing  to  hear 
them." 

"You  must  make  allowances,"  said 
Theresa,  who  seemed  greatly  amused. 
"You  confessed  that  Conny  wasn't  in 
love  with  you,  and  you  have  therefore 
no  right  to  expect  any  favour  from 
her." 

"But  you'll  allow  that  she  might  have 
answered   my   letter." 
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Well,    she   would   allow   that. 

"And  you'll  allow  that  there  is  nothing 
more  mortifying  than  to  write  a  letter 
and  receive  no  answer." 

Yes ;  that  also  could  be  allowed. 

"It  is  gross  rudeness,"  I  continued, 
"even  in  a  stranger  whose  reply  you 
don't  care  tAvopence  about.  But  in  a 
relation — a  cousin — a  young  lady — a  girl 
who  knows  that  the  writer  of  the  letter 
she    receives    with    silent    contempt    is — 

57 
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Words  failed  me. 

"  Conny  will  explain  when  you  meet." 

"  I  don't  care  whether  she  does  or 
not,"  I  exclaimed.  "  My  love  has  re- 
ceived a  blow — a  wound — if  it  dies  the 
blood  is  on  her  head." 

"  Nonsense  !  "  cried  Theresa.  "A  lover's 
quarrel." 
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I  felt  too  indio-nant  to  answer.  So 
we  jogged  on  in  silence  for  some  minutes, 
I  as  insensible  to  tlie  abounding  beauties 
of  the  evening^,  as  if  I  bad  worn  green 
spectacles. 

"  I  wouldn't  feel  so  vexed,"  said  I 
presently,  "by  ber  not  answering  my 
letter,  if  I  were  sm^e  tbat  I  bad  no  rival. 
But  I  can't  forget — I  never  can  forget — 
tbat  tbere  is  one  Curling,  a  frizzy- 
beaded  youtb,  casbier  in  my  uncle's 
bank,  wbo  paid  ber  so  mucb  attention 
before  I  knew  ber,  tbat  ber  mamma 
grew  frigbtened,  and  forbade  bim  tbe 
bouse." 

"But  you  knew  of  tbis  ]\Ir.  Cmiing 
before  you  made  love  to  ber  ? " 

"  Come,  come,  Theresa,  ber  conduct  is 
inexcusable.  Oughtn't  she  to  have 
answered   my   letter  ?      Answer   me   tbat." 

YOL.  III.  C 
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"  I  have  answered  you  that  once.  In 
my  opinion,  Charlie,  if  Conny  is  not  in 
love  with  yon,  she  is  to  be  congratu- 
lated." 

"Eh!  how?"  I  cried. 

"Because  I  don't  think  you  are  in  love 
with  her,"  she  answered,  fixing  her  bright 
eyes  on  me. 

''If  I  am  not,  whose  fault  is  it  ? "  I 
said,  blushing. 

"  There  is  an  old  French  proverb  that 
says  we  forgive  in  proportion  as  we  love. 
I  don't  find  you  making  enough  excuses 
for  Conny  to  satisfy  me  that  you  love 
her." 

''Love  makes  people  critical  and 
harsh,"  said  I,  ''not  lenient.  I  never 
believe  what  a  Frenchman  says  about 
love.  They  know  nothing  about  it  in 
that    country.     When    I    left    Updown    I 
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was  in  Conny  s  power.  Site  could  have 
twisted  me  round  lier  little  finger.  But 
she    has    chosen    to    ill-use    me,    and    by 

heavens who-o-o  !  " 

The    movement    of   my    horse    spoilt    a 
rabid   peroration. 

"I   consider    Conny   treats   you    exactly 
as  you  deserve." 

"  "What    do    you   mean  ?    do    you    really 
think  I  don't— I   didn't  love  her?" 

"  You  admired  her,  and  mistook  your 
feeJings.  It  is  fortunate  for  you  both," 
she  continued,  with  great  seriousness, 
"that  you  left  Updown,  as  yom-  absence 
has  enabled  you  to  test  your  own  feelino-s 
as  well  as  hers.  You  would  have  married 
her  for  her  face,  without  asking  your 
heart  if  it  contained  a  more  permanent 
emotion  than  admiration;  and  it  is  Cjuite 
impossible    to   imagine   how   unhappy   dis- 


20  ]\IY  UNCLE'S  SCHEME. 

appointment  would  liave  rendered  you 
botL" 

I  laughed  outright,  so  mucli  was  I 
amused  by  her  cool  and  critical  summary 
of  my  feelings.  I  don't  know  whether 
she  saw  anything  to  disapprove  in  my 
merriment,  but  she  remained  very  grave. 
There  is  no  question  but  that  I  ought  to 
have  been  abashed ;  that  I  ought  to  have 
cried,  either  aloud  or  to  myself,  "  Can  it 
be  possible  that  my  cousin  speaks  the 
truth  ?  have  I  mistaken  my  sentiments  ? 
Has  a  ten  days'  separation  from  the  girl 
I  was  prepared  to  adore,  coupled  with 
a  little  trifling  neglect  on  her  part, 
taught  me  a  right  appreciation  of  the 
emotion  I  had  regarded  as  the  most 
exalted   and   undying   love  ? " 

But   I   indulged   in    no    such    soliloquy. 
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Looking  at  Theresa,  steadily,  I  said,  ••'Do 
you  think  me  a  jilt  ?  " 

"No.  If  I  did,  I  shoiddn't  take  the 
trouble  to  be  commonly  ci^^I  to  you." 

"But  you  think  I  have  jilted  Conny  ? " 

"  I  have  not  said  so.  I  don't  believe 
she  is  in  love  ^ith  you,  and  a  man 
can't  jilt  a  girl  who  doesn't  care  for  him." 

"If  I  were  conceited,  I  shouldn't  hke 
to  hear  that." 

"  Oh,"  she  answered,  smiling,  "  this  is 
a  very  old  story.  Pictures  and  books 
have  been  made  out  of  it  in  abundance. 
Some  silly  writers  vamp  up  a  broken 
heart  as  a  condition  of  the  tale,  but 
never  yet  was  heart  broken  by  people 
who   didn't  know  their  own  minds." 

She  shook  her  reins,  and  started  her 
horse  into  a  gaUop. 
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I  rode  witli  so  much,  assurance  now 
that  I  could  admire  her  fine  figure  with 
my  faculties  entirely  unengaged  by  the 
cares  of  the  highway.  How  well  she 
sat  her  horse !  How  gracefully  her  form 
responded  to  the  movement  of  the 
animal !  She  was  a  finer  w^oman  than 
Conny.  There  was  a  tartness,  too,  in 
her  speech  that  made  her  language 
relishable,  with  a  spiciness  I  could  not 
remember  tasting  in  Conny 's  conversa- 
tion. I  was  both  piqued  and  amused  by 
the  very  cool  w^ay  in  which  she  had 
disposed  of  these  sentiments  of  mine,  of 
which,  after  all,  she  could  only  suspect 
the  evanescence. 

Only  the  other  day  I  was  thinking  I 
would  rather  marry  Lucifer  than  such  a 
shrew,  and  now  nothing  hindered  me 
from   expressing   my  admiration,   in   terms 
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that  would  have  borrowed  a  very  soft 
significance  from  my  heart,  but  the  ap- 
prehension of  a  curt  and  contemptuous 
rebuff. 

Again  and  again  I  will  repeat,  it  was 
all  owing  to  Conny.  She  had  me  once 
securely ;  she  might  have  kept  me  for 
ever.  Why  hadn't  she  answered  my 
letter  ?  One  tender  sentence  would  have 
made  me  her  slave  ao;ain.  Echo  not, 
Eugenio,  the  remark  of  Theresa  that  I 
had  no  right  to  expect  a  favour  of  any 
kind  from  Conny.  An  answer  to  my 
letter  I  could  claim,  not  as  a  favour, 
but  as  a  right.  Two  lines  would  have 
sufiiced  me.  Yea,  my  bare  address  on 
an  envelope  would  have  told  me  I  was 
not  forgotten — that  my  tender  breathings 
were  remembered.  Didn't  she  know  the 
risk   she   ran   by   treating   me   neglectfully 
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at   the   time    that    Theresa   was   my   com- 
panion ;    at  the   time  that  a  fine,   a  hand- 
some,   and    an    amiable    woman   was    the 
sole    female    society    I    frequented  ?     You 
starve  your  dog,  and   call    him  unfaithful, 
because  he  takes    up   his    quarters    in   the 
house  of  a  neighbour  where  he  is  afiection- 
ately   caressed   and  plentifully   fed !    What 
vile  logic  is  here  ?    Treat  me  well  and  TU 
love    thee.        Answer    me    my    long    and 
amorous     letter,    and    111   be     true.      Hint 
that      thy     heart    is     not     insensible     to 
the  pleadings  of  my  passion,  and  111  adore. 
But  leave    me  to    quit    thee,   chewing   the 
airiest   cud    of    unsubstantial    hope,    suffer 
me  to  depart,  making  no   sign,  to  be  absent 
and    illuminate   my    desolate    fancies   with 
no   gleam   from   thy  careless   heart — What 
wonder   if    I    am    found   wanting  ?    What 
marvel   if   I  discover   in  eyes    as  splendid 
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as  thine,  in  hair  as  abundant  though 
darker,  in  speech  more  vivacious,  intelli- 
gent and  characteristic,  in  manners  as 
womanly,  as  gentle,  as  dfgnifiecl,  a  magic 
that  leads  me  from  thy  altar,  oh  faith- 
less one,  on  which  no  fire  burns,  to 
another  shrine,  whereon  it  may  be  my 
rapture  to  kindle  an  inextinguishable 
flame  ? 


CHAPTEE    II. 

Z  Justice.  "Why,  you  little  traant,  how  durst  you 
wander  so  far  from  the  house  without  my  leave  ?  " 

Tlie  Scheming  Lieutenant. 

Whether  it  was  because  Theresa  had 
told  her  papa  that  I  was  in  lore  ^dth 
Conny,  or  because  he  was  too  fastidious 
to  refer  to  the  subject,  my  uncle  never 
once  throughout  my  ^isit  had  a  word 
to  say  about  his  brother's  scheme.  He 
was  highly  gratified — as  was  plainly 
visible  in  his  broad  countenance — to  see 
how  well  I  got  on  with  Theresa;  but 
this  satisfaction  I  considered  entirely  the 
result   of  his   hospitable   feelings.      Whilst 
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his  daugliter  misbeliaved  herself  and 
snubbed  me,  he  had  spoken  in  her  praise, 
for  then  she  stood  in  need  of  it ;  but  on 
her  dropping  her  mocking  manners  and 
exhibiting  herself  as  an  agreeable,  lady- 
like girl,  he  said  no  more  about  her,  good 
nor  bad.  It  was  indeed  as  if  he  had 
exclaimed — ''  There  she  is,  my  boy  :  she 
is  now  herself ;  and  you  must  find  out 
what  you  want  to  know  without  any 
help  from  me.  If  you  fall  in  love  with 
her,  hon  ;  if  she  falls  in  love  with  you, 
ho  a  again.  If  you  don't  fall  in  love 
with  each  other,  still  hon.  I'll  not 
trumpet  her  praises.  I  am  entirely  at 
your  service  when  you  want  a  com- 
panion ;  but  I  am  decidedly  unwilling 
to  lose  time  I  might  be  very  usefully 
employing,  in  helping  a  young  man  and 
a   young   woman   to   love    each    other." 
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I  thought  none  the  worse  of  him  for 
holding  aloof  from  his  daughter's  and 
my  business. 

When  the  day  at  last  came  on  which 
I  believed  it  necessary  to  return  to  Up- 
down,  he  was  heartily  grieved  to  part 
with  me.  AYe  had  been  much  together, 
and  I  knew  he  would  miss  me.  He  had 
always  found  me  a  good  listener,  ready 
to  laugh  loudly  at  his  stories,  whether  I 
had  heard  them  before  or  not.  I  in- 
variably, moreover,  exhibited  a  great 
interest  in  his  books,  of  which  he  was 
even  prouder  than  he  was  of  his  recol- 
lections of  the  great  men  of  his  young 
days.  There  Avas  certainly  no  one  in 
the  neighbourhood  who  could  take  my 
place  after  I  was  gone. 

Theresa  was  also  very  sorry  to  part 
with   me ;    but  there   was   nothing   in   her 
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belia^iour  to  cause  me  to  imagine  I  had. 
produced  the  least  sentimental  impres- 
sion. As  I  stood  talking  to  lier  in  the 
hall,  while  the  carriage  was  preparing  to 
drive  me  to  the  station,  I  said  : 

"  If  I  write  to  you,  Theresa, .  will  you 
answer  my  letter?" 

*'  Certainly  I  will,"  she  answered.  "  I 
hope  you  will  write.  I  shall  be  very 
glad  to  hear  from  you." 

"  I  have  passed  a  most  delightful  time," 
said   I,    looking   into   her   expressive   eyes. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so. 
Before  you  leave  me,  you  must  let  me 
know  that  I  am  thoroughly  forgiven  for 
the   outrageous   reception   I   gave   you." 

"  Do  you  think  it  possible  I  could 
bear  resentment  against  you?  You  must 
forgive  me  for  ever  having  given  you 
the    trouble    to    assume   so   disaofreeable   a 
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part."  I  added  a  little  bashfully :  "  it 
would  have  been  better  for  my  peace  of 
mind,  perhaps,  bad  you  persisted  in 
being   disagreeable." 

The  faintest  flush  came  into  her  cheeks, 
and  she  immediately  said  : 

"  Write  to  me  when  Conny  has  for- 
given you  for  the  T\Tong  construction 
you   have   put   upon   her   silence." 

"  I  won't  promise  that,"  I  replied,  cpiite 
appreciating  the  little  rebufi"  that  was 
implied  in  her  remark.  "  She  may  make 
up  her  mind  not  to  forgive  me,  and  I 
should  be  sorry  to  depend  upon  *her 
caprice  in  order  to  write  to  you." 

At  this  moment  the  carriage  di^ove  up, 
and  I  had  no  opportunity  for  saying 
more ;  which  was  perhaps  fortunate,  as  I 
might  have  committed  myself. 

"  Mind    you    come    and    see    us    again 
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soon,"  my  uncle  said  to  me  as  we  rattled 
towards  the  station.  "  We  shall  remain 
here  for  the  next  two  months ;  after  that 
we  may,  perhaps,  go  to  Scotland  for  a 
short  time.  Come  to  us,  if  only  for  a 
night.  You  may  depend  upon  a  hearty 
welcome." 

It  was  four  o'clock  when  I  arrived  at 
Updown.  How  was  it  that,  on  alighting 
on  the  platform,  my  heart  didn't  throb 
wildly  at  the  prospect  of  seeing  Conny  ? 
How  was  it  that,  instead  of  my  heart 
throbbing  wildly,  I  found  myself  think- 
ing, with  a  positive  feeling  of  regret,  of 
the  girl  I  had  left  behind  me  ?  Had 
anybody  asked  me  which  I  would  rather 
do :  go  to  Grove  End  or  return  to 
Thistlewood,  how  would  I  have  an- 
swered ? 

Don't      call     me     heartless.       Suppress 
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your  sneers.  Do  people  in  this  world 
never  mistake  tlieir  feelings  ?  are  our 
impulses  always  right  ?  do  we  never  find 
they  have  directed  us  the  wrong  road? 
Let  the  secure  despise  :  they  are  in  so 
small  a  minority  as  to  be  contemptible. 
The  many  are  with  me.  Yes,  there  are 
men  who,  having  fallen  in  love,  have 
never  had  reason  to  suppose  they  made 
s.  mistake.  But  how  many  millions  have 
blundered  into  spooning  with  the  ■v\T:ong 
creatures  ? 

For  six  revolving  moons,  Sempronius 
dallied  and  adored :  Clorinda  was  his 
goddess,  and  a  hundred  poems  distributed 
among  the  magazines  may,  by  the  diligent 
explorer,  be  found  to  survive  his  error. 
But  even  AA^hilst  the  seventh  moon  was 
a  mere  line  in  the  heavens — as  delicate 
a  curve,  my  dear,  as  your  eyebrow — Sem- 
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pronius  tlie  base  met  Sacliarissa  the 
sweet.  Hey,  presto,  pass !  cried  the 
Magician  we  all  know,  Sempronius'  heart 
sped  with  miraculous  speed  from  the  white 
bosom  of  Clorinda  to  the  whiter  bosom 
of  Sacharissa.  There  it  still  is  —  there 
it  will  probably  remain.  Sempronius 
the  base  is  engaged  to  Sacharissa,  and 
Clorinda  sailed  for  India  last  week  along 
T\dth  her  husband,  Major  O'Ulysses.  No 
hearts  were  broken,  no  tears  were  shed — • 
no  eyes  became  bloodshot — no  hair  was 
torn  out  by  the  roots ;  the  fact  being, 
that  heaven  in  its  mercy  hath  qualified 
humanity  with  a  marvellous  power  of 
foro-ettino;  its  mistakes,  and  of  accom- 
modating  itself  to  the  first  new  condition 
events  impose. 

I    walked    to    my   lodgings    and    there 
found     a     long     letter     from    my    father. 

YOL.  in.  D 
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It  was  all  about  my  uncle's  scheme. 
Tom  had  written  a  full  account  of  his 
fine  idea  for  making  my  fortune,  and 
on  receipt  of  it,  down  had  sat  my  father, 
to  urge  me,  as  I  respected  myself,  to  fall 
in  with  Tom's  views,  marry  Theresa,  and 
become  a  partner  in  two  senses. 

A  fortnight  before  I  should  have 
glowered  over  the  parental  scribble  with 
bilious  eyes ;  I  could  now  read  it  with 
complacency  and  appreciate  the  philosophy 
that  illuminated  the  illegible,  but  very 
aristocratic  scrawl.  There  was  no 
Longueville  news  in  the  letter.  It 
was  all  about  my  marriage  with 
Theresa. 

''My  horror  of  the  sea,"  said  my 
father  in  a  postscript,  "is  as  great  as 
ever  it  was,  and  not  even  Tom's 
hospitable   entreaties    could   induce   me   to 
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set  foot  on  the  steamboat.  But  you 
may  depend  upon  my  being  present 
at  your  marriage  with  Theresa;  for  so 
great  is  my  anxiety  to  see  you  in  a 
secure  and  affluent  position,  that  I  would 
brave  the  fiercest  gale  rather  than  miss 
the  marriage  ceremony." 

Having  read  this  letter,  and  had  a 
short  chat  with  my  landlady,  I  pulled 
out  my  watch,  and  saw  that  I  should 
have  time  to  walk  to  Grove  End 
before  they  began  dinner.  I  had  not 
written  to  tell  them  of  my  return  ; 
but  I  assumed  that  they  would  expect 
me,  as  in  my  letter  to  Conny  I  had 
told  her,  that  on  no  account  could  I 
endure  to  be  away  longer  than  a 
fortnight  from  Updown. 

The  bank   was    closed   as   I   passed  it ; 
but    as    it    was     market-day,    I    had    no 
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doubt  Mr.  Curling  was  still  hard,  at 
work  within.  I  was  very  meditative 
as  I  walked.  What  would  Conny 
answer,  I  wondered,  when  I  asked  iter 
wliy  slie  had  not  replied  to  my  letter  ? 
She  would  be  pert,  of  course.  That 
would  make  me  bitter.  I  should  talk 
with  a  bold  face  of  Theresa's  beauty, 
of  Theresa's  talents,  of  Theresa's  figure  ; 
if  she  was  the  least  bit  in  love  with 
me,  I  would  render  her  violently  jealous. 
I  would  humble  her  with  comparisons. 
I  would  let  her  know  there  were  other 
charming  women  in  the  world  besides 
her,  that  I  had  a  catholic  taste,  and 
could  admire  brown  hair  and  tall  figm^es 
as  well  as  yellow  locks  and  blue  eyes. 
What !  was  my  heart  to  be  trampled 
upon  ?  No,  by  heavens !  if  she  loved 
me,   let    her   tell    me   so ;    if    she    didn't. 
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let  her  marry  Curling,  and  suffer  me  to 
seek,  unmolested,  some  bosom  on  which 
to  repose  my  well-shaped  head  and 
aching  brows. 

I  reached  the  house  and  knocked  at  the 
door.  My  heart  thumped  an  echo  to 
the  summons.  I  nodded  to  the  servant, 
and  strode  in  as  a  man  might  into  his 
own  house.  I  hung  my  hat  on  a  peg, 
and  turning  round  to  enter  the  drawing- 
room,  faced  my  uncle. 

"Good  gracious!"  I  exclaimed,  taking 
his  hand  and  staring  at  his  melancholy, 
haggard  face,  "what  is  the  matter?  what 
has  happened  ?" 

"  Come  in,"  he  answered,  and  drawing 
me  into  the  room,  closed  the  door.  My 
aunt,  who  stood  near  the  window,  ran  up 
to  me. 

"Oh,    Charlie!"    she    cried,    "what    do 
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you  think  lias  happened  ?  Conny  has 
left  ns !  she  has  run  away  with  Mr. 
Curling  I  Think  of  her  deserting  us  in 
our  old  age !  the  cruel,  undutiful,  un- 
grateful child !" 

*'  What ! "  I  gasped,  staring  at  my 
uncle,  and  scarce  creditiag  my  own  ears. 
"Conny  gone!" 

''Sit  do^Ti,"  he  answered.  ''Don't  cry, 
my  dear,"  to  his  wife,  "it  unmans  me. 
This  is  a  dreadful  blow,  but  it  has  hap- 
pened to  many  besides  ourselves,  and  we 
must  be  resigned  to  the  common  lot. 
Yes,"  he  exclaimed,  addressing  me,  his 
lips  twitching  with  emotion  as  he  spoke, 
"our  child  has  left  us.  She  went  out  last 
night  under  pretence  of  spending  the 
evening  with  the  Maddison  girls.  James 
walked  with  her  as  far  as  the  town,  and 
Conny    then    told    him    he    could    return 
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home.  At  half -past  ten  we  sent  the 
phaeton  for  her,  and  James  came  gallop- 
ing back  to  say  that  the  Maddisons  had 
not  seen  anything  of  her  that  evening." 

''  Instantly/'  interrupted  my  aimt  sob- 
bing wildly,   "  I  feared  the  worst." 

"  I  seized  my  hat,"  continued  my 
uncle,  "jumped  into  the  phaeton,  and 
drove  to  the  Maddisons,  who  assured 
me  that  my  daughter  had  not  been 
to  their  house.  I  then  drove  to  Mr. 
Curling's  lodgings,  acting  upon  a  sugges- 
tion my  wife  had  made  before  I 
started,  and  learned  that  the  young 
man  had  gone  out  two  hours  and  a 
half  before,  carrying  a  bag  with  him. 
Hearing  this,  I  went  to  the  railway 
station,  and  there  learnt  that  Mr. 
Curling  and  my  child  had  started  for 
London   by  the   train  that  left  at   twenty 
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minutes  to  eiglit.  My  intention,  then, 
was  to  send  a  telegram  to  tlie  London 
terminus,  desiring  that  my  daughter 
should  be  detained  on  her  arrival;  but, 
I  was  told  that  by  that  time  the  train 
had  reached  London.  Nothing  remained 
but  for  me  to  return  home  and  break 
the  news  to  my  wife." 

I  was  too  astounded  to  speak. 

"  Oh,  Charlie,"  cried  my  aunt,  clasping 
her  hands,  "I  so  wanted  you !  You 
would  have  followed  her  and  brought 
her  back  !  but  oh  !  it  is  too  late 
now — she  is  ruined — degraded  !  she  has 
shamed  our  name  for  ever !  To  think 
that  the  baby  I  have  nursed,  that  I 
have  loved  and  watched  over  with  pride 
and  hope  from  the  hour  of  her  birth, 
should  abandon  her  poor  father  and  me 
in    our    old    age !        Oh,    shame,    shame ! 
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My  poor  Thomas — my  poor  husband ! 
it  is  too  much  for  us — too  much  for  us 
to  bear  1 " 

"Nay,  nay,  have  patience — have  faith," 
answered  her  husband,  seizing  her  hand 
and  caressino'  her.  "  Mr.  Cmiins;  has 
acted  wildly,  but  he  is  an  honourable 
man.  They  both  knew  we  should  never 
consent  to  their  marriage,  and  they  have 
done  as  thousands  have  done  before 
them — defied  father  and  mother,  and 
eloped.  To-morrow  we  shall  get  a  letter, 
telling  us  they  are  married,  and  begging 
our  forgiveness." 

"  Of  course  they  have  run  away  to 
get  married,"  I  gasped. 

^'But  oh!  what  a  man  to  marry!  Oh, 
what  a  man  to  have  for  a  son-in-law  ! " 
raved  my  aunt.  "  I  felt — I  knew  all 
along    that     Conny     was    in     love     ^\ith 
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him,  and  so  I  wanted  lier  to  marry  you. 
I  was  certain  that  slie  would  never 
be  safe  from  that  wicked  wretch  until 
she  was  married.  All  along  I  was 
certain  of  that." 

"  We  never  went  to  bed  all  last 
night,"  groaned  my  uncle. 

"  Oh,  Thomas,  Thomas !"  cried  my  aunt. 
"  Why  did  you  discourage  my  eJSbrts 
to  marry  her  to  Charlie  ?  Why  did  you 
tell  him  you  could  never  sanction  his 
marriage  with  her  ?  Didn't  I  assure  you, 
night  after  night,  that  there  was  no 
other  way  of  saving  her  from  that 
wretch  !  My  child,  my  child  !  where  is 
she  now  ?  Will  she  ever  come  back 
to   me?" 

'^She  will,  believe  me,  she  will,"  I 
said.  ''  She  will  tell  you  that  she  never 
could   have   been   happy    without   Curling, 
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and  notliing  you  could  liave  said  or  done 
would  have  prevented  this  thing  from 
happening  sooner  or  later." 

*'  But  to  be  deceived  by  one's  only 
child  ! "  burst  out  my  aunt.  "  Has  she 
no  heart  ?  Didn't  she  fear  that  such 
conduct  would  break  her  papa  and  me 
do^Ti,  and  put  us  into  oar  graves  ?  And 
how  cruelly  you  have  been  deceived  !" 

''  Oh,  don't  think  of  me — I  am  no- 
where in  this  grief.  What  can  I  do  to 
serve  you  ?     Give  me  some  commission." 

"  If  I  knew  where  to  find  her,"  cried 
my  uncle,  "  I  wouldn't  seek  her.  ^Yhat ! 
bring  her  back  alone,  after  she  has  been 
away  from  us  two  days  ?  If  she  returns 
at  aU,  she  must  return  with  her 
husband." 

"You  are  quite  right,"  said  I.  ''We 
can   do   nothing   but   be  patient.     Depend 
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upon  it  you  will  receive  a  letter  from 
Iter  to-morrow  morning/' 

And  then  as  the  whole  tmth  burst 
upon  me,  in  one  of  those  successive 
shocks,  with  which  an  astounding  event 
thunders  its  way,  so  to  speak,  into  the 
mind,  I  shouted  :  "  What  a  villain  I  what 
a  trickster !  what  a  hypocrite !  Never 
by  word  or  look,  often  as  I  have  tried 
to  get  the  truth  out  of  him,  has  he 
given  me  reason  to  believe  he  cared  a 
-G.g  for  Conny  !" 

And  then  her  treachery  smote  me,  and 
I  gasped — I  gasped  ! 

At  this  juncture  my  aunt  went  into 
hysterics. 

What  an  evening^  that  was !  I  wouldn't 
go  through  such  a  time  again,  not  for 
the  love  of  all  the  fair  women  Mr. 
Tennyson    dreamt    about.      Dinner!      We 
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had  no  dinner.  It  was  served — we  were 
summoned  to  it — but  my  aunt  was  in 
bed,  and  tbe  sight  of  food  made  my 
uncle  speechless.  I  swallowed  some  soup, 
quite  unconsciously,  because  it  was  set 
before  me ;  but  my  grief  revolted  at 
solids.  I  could  as  soon  have  eaten  the 
cook  as  the  slice  of  beef  which  my  uncle, 
with  the  tears  standing  in  his  eyes, 
blindly  hacked  off  for  me. 

Oh  daughters,  dear !  what  do  you 
mean  by  making  your  papas  and 
mammas  wretched  ?  Can't  you  love 
decently,  and  marry  becomingly  ?  Do 
you  think  it  fun  to  go  running  off  o' 
nights  with  men,  and  wringing  tears  out 
of  hearts  you  were  sent  into  this  world 
to  soothe  and  bless  ?  Is  romance  spiced 
by  a  mother's  lamentations  ?  Is  love 
sweetened   by   a   father's   groans  ?     If  you 
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think  this,  get  along  with  you,  do,  to 
the  Cannibal  Islands,  where  the  people 
who  marry,  first  propitiate  the  gods  by 
the  sacrifice  of  a  relation. 

As  I  beheld  my  uncle's  tears,  I  cried 
to  myself:  "Does  a  man  marry  for  this? 
Does  he  soothe  and  sue,  make  presents, 
and  receive  them  back,  grow  cynical, 
and  leave  his  beard  unshorn,  laugh  at 
papa's  stale  stories,  and  submit  to 
mamma's  acidity,  for  this?  Does  he 
take  upon  himself  the  responsibilities  of 
a  British  housekeeper,  write  cheques  for 
landlords,  wrangle  with  tradespeople,  be 
interfered  with  by  his  wife's  connections, 
hunt  after  monthly  nurses,  sit  up  all 
night  with  windy  babies — to  be  made 
miserable  in  his  old  age  ?  " 

Art  thou  a  bachelor  who  readest  this  ? 
I    warn    thee  —  leave    well    alone.      Hast 
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tliou  a  landlady  ?  Incline  thine  ear  over 
the  staircase  wlien  thou  hearest  her 
wearied  husband  enter,  listen  to  her  greet- 
ing, withdraw  to  thy  one  room,  flop 
upon  thy  knees,  and  breathe  thy  little 
prayer  of  gratitude  that  the  hat  thou 
puttest  on  thy  head  covereth  thy  family, 
and  crowneth  thee  lord  of  thyself.  Accept 
this  chapter  as  a  tombstone,  under  which 
moulder  the  bones  of  an  Experience.  K 
there  be  no  epitaph,  it  is  because  I 
choose  not  to  write  thee  a  lie.  Ponder 
and  pause,  then  go  thy  ways,  moralising 
on  the  lot  of  others,  and  grateful  for 
thine  own. 


CHAPTER  III. 

"  How  say  you  !    do  you  not  yet  begin  to  apprehend  a 
comfort  ?  some  allay  of  sweetness  in  tlie  bitter  waters  ?  " 

Charles  Lamh. 

It  was  twelve  o'clock  l3efore  I  got  back 
to  my  lodgings.  I  had  done  my  best  to 
cheer  my  uncle  up,  and  certainly  left  bim 
a  great  deal  calmer  than  I  bad  found 
bim.  You  may  believe  be  bad  asked 
me  no  questions  about  my  visit  to 
Tbistlewood;  tbe  poor  man  could  tbink 
and  speak  of  notbing  else  but  bis 
daugbter. 

For   myself,    I   never   seriously  reflected 
bow   far   I   was   to   be  considered   afiected 
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by  Conny's  Tinnatural  conduct  until  I 
reached  my  lodgings.  Then,  in  the  still- 
ness of  my  sitting-room,  with  nothing  to 
distract  my  attention  but  the  picture  of 
my  landlady's  husband,  with  a  great 
moon  shining  solemnly  in  through  the 
Avindow,  and  all  the  trees  breathless  in 
the  nioht,   I   could  think. 

To  think  was  to  be  shocked.  What  a 
depth  of  duplicity  was  in  that  child ! 
Did  I  now  know  why  she  hadn't 
answered  my  letter  I  Oh  fool,  fool,  ever 
to  have  given  her  a  thought  !  For 
what  had  she  encouraged  me  ?  for  what 
had  she  simpered  and  blushed  when  I 
had  looked  and  sighed  ?  for  what  had 
she  allowed  me,  that  Sunday  evening,  to 
coquette  with  her  hair  and  the  rose?  for 
what  had  she  called  Mr.  Curling  ''that 
nice    young    man  ? "     for    what    had    she 
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given  me  reason  to  believe  that  her 
heart  was  entirely  vacant,  and  that,  if 
I  would  be  patient,  she  would  some  day 
or  other  permit  my  image  to  take  up  a 
permanent  lodging  there  ?  I  say  for 
what  ?    and  echo  answered,    Sot ! 

She  had  thrust  me  between  her  mother 
and  herself,  so  that  my  elegant  shape 
might  hide  from  her  mamma's  eyes  the 
love-makino;  she  and  that  rascal  Curlino* 
were  enjoying  behind  me. 

I  had  been  made  a  tool  of  Confusion ! 
how  that  cashier  must  have  sniggered  at 
me  when  I  wasn't  looking !  how,  when  I 
had  treated  him  with  the  lordly  affability 
that  is  the  marked  characteristic  of  con- 
tempt, how  must  he  have  revelled  in 
the  reflection  that  he  and  his  sweetheart 
were  making,  between  them,  the  most 
consummate       ass      that       ever       walked 
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on    two    legs,     of    the    very    fine    gentle- 
man I 

Here  were  tlie  dregs  of  tlie  nauseating 
dose,  and,  pliew !  filthy  and  bitter  they 
were.  It  was  no  medicine.  It  was  rank 
poison ;  and  my  love,  sadly  emaciated 
already,  and  worn  out  for  want  of  proper 
aiourishment,  gave  a  kick,  and  expired 
Yes,    that   night, 

Down  dropped  my  love, 
My  love  dropped  dead! 

Blow  out  yom^  candle,  Eugenic,  and 
the  sudden  extinction  of  the  flame  shall 
illustrate  the  aw^l  abruptness  with  which 
my  flame  perished.  From  that  night, 
from  that  horn-  of  pride  made  wretched 
by  contempt,  Conny  was  no  more  to 
me  than  the  scarecrow  that  nods  its 
blind    head    at    the    birds    and    flaps    its 


LIBRARY 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ILUNOtf 


MY  UNCLE'S  SCHEME. 


idle  rao's  alono'  the  breeze.  I  was  in 
her  power  once.  My  heart  had  palpitated 
in  the  golden  meshes  of  her  hair  like  a 
robin  in  a  fowlers  net.  I  was  hers — 
she  mio-ht  have  married  me.  But  she 
had  preferred  a  cashier.  She  had  chosen 
for  her  partner  a  banker's  clerk  with 
frizzy  hair ;  for  a  breast  to  lean  on,  a 
bosom  shaped  like  a  pigeon-pie.  "Was  I 
going  to  gnash  my  teeth  and  hmi 
ghastly  looks  at  the  moon?  Does 
Abraham  Le^i  burst  into  tears  when  a 
customer  finds  something  more  striking 
and  splendid  in  a  piece  of  paste  than 
in  a  fine  shtone  ?  I  was  a  diamond,  she 
mio^ht  have  worn  me  :  she  had  chosen  a 
Brummagem  article  instead,  and  by 
heavens,  Eugenio  !  no  liquid  gem  distilled 
from  my  eyes  should  add  one  grain  of 
worth  to  her  outrao'eous  choice  ! 
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I  was  at  Grove  End  early  next  morn- 
ing, and  was  met  by  my  nncle,  who, 
without  a  word,  put  the  letter  he  had 
just  received  from  Conny  into  my 
hands. 

"  I  prophesied  you  would  hear  from 
her,''  said  he,   and  began  to  read. 

"What  a  cjueer  -letter  it  was !  how 
tender,  sorrowful,  triumphant,  and  pert  ! 
Not  a  hint  of  reoTet.  Curlins^  and  she 
were  married,  and  there  was  only  one 
thing  wanting  to  complete  her  happiness 
— her  papas  and  mamma's  forgiveness. 
Her  dearest  papa  might  be  angry  with 
her  at  first ;  but  when  he  should  grow 
calm,  he  would  see  hovv^  much  better  it 
was  for  her  to  marry  the  man  she  loved, 
and  live  happily  all  her  life,  than  be 
forced  into  a  union  with  one  for  whom, 
though   she   liked   and    respected   him   for 
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some  things,  she  could  never  have  the 
least  affection.  (Oh,  you  deceiver !  oh, 
you  little  humbug  1)  Her  dear  Theodore 
hadn't  much  money ;  indeed,  he  had  none 
at  all ;  and  would  her  dear  papa  (how 
they  clear  you,  these  little  women  !)  mind 
sending  her  a  cheque,  uncrossed  ?  She 
looked  forward  eagerly  to  his  reply,  in 
which  she  was  quite  sure  he  would  tell 
her  that  she  and  dear  Theodore  were  for- 
given, and  then  her  ha^^piness  would  be 
to  return  to  dear  old  Updown,  and  settle 
doTMi  in  some  little  cottage,  which 
Theodore  would  be  able  to  maintain  by 
his  salary  at  the  bank.  Her  dear  papa 
and  mamma  might  be  sure  that  dear 
Theodore  wanted  nothing  from  them  but 
his  rights  ;  that  he  was  willing  to  work 
for  what  he  should  get;  and  that  he 
looked  to  receive  nothing  with  his  darling 
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Conny,  whom  he  had  married  because  it 
would  have  broken  his  heart  to  see  her 
Charlie's  wife,  and  because  he  worshipped 
the  ground  she  trod  on. 

This  was  the  gist  of  the  letter ;  but  I 
can  convey  no  notion  of  its  mixture  of 
love  and  sauciness. 

I  returned  it  to  my  uncle,  without 
comment,  and  asked  after  my  aunt. 

"  She  has  been  far  from  well  during 
the  night,"  he  answered,  "  slept  but  little, 
and  cried  frequently.  But  this  letter  has 
cheered  her  up.  It  has  done  me  good 
too.  iSTow  that  I  know  she  is  married, 
I  can  look  about  me  again,  and  think 
over  what  is  to  be  done.  But  oh !  my 
boy,  what  a  wretched  day  was  yesterday 
to  yom^  aunt  and  me ! " 

*'  Of  course,"  I  replied,  ''  you  will  write 
to  her  to  return  to  Updown." 
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"  I  don't  know  wliat  I  shall  do  yet," 
lie  said,  shaking  his  head,  and  striding 
about  the  room  to  conceal  the  nervous 
tremors  that  from  time  to  time  shook  his 
frame.  "  Should  not  such  disobedience 
be  punished  ?  shall  no  rebuke  follow  such 
heartlessness  ? " 

"  No,  no  I  don't  let  us  talk  of  punish- 
ing her.  She  is  very  young  :  she  has 
acted,  I  admit,  with  great  thoughtless- 
ness ;  but  remember,  if  ever  a  girl  wants 
sympathy,  and  demands  the  love  of  her 
father  and  mother,  it  is  when  she  is 
newly  married.  Let  me  go  to  London, 
and  be  the  bearer  of  your  and  her 
mother's  goodwill  and  forgiveness,  and 
bring  them  home." 

"  Charlie,"  he  exclaimed,  grasping  my 
hand,  "  I  honour  you  for  your  kind 
heart." 
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I  blushed,  and  looked  a  protest. 

"  She  has  deceived  you,"  he  continued, 
"and  if  you  can  forgive  her,  ought  not 
we,  her  parents,  to  do  so  ?  But  I  must 
think  awhile,  and  confer  with  my  wife 
before  I  act.  Conny  ought  to  know  the 
torture  of  suspense,  and  be  made  to  feel 
a  little  the  grief  and  fear  she  has  caused 
us.  It  is  fortunate  you  have  returned, 
for  I  could  not  do  without  you  at  the 
bank  now." 

It  Vv^as  clear  to  me  that  the  greatest 
kindness  I  could  do  him  was  to 
leave  him  alone.  I  therefore  declined  his 
invitation  to  breakfast,  and  returned  to 
my  lodgings,  where  breakfast  awaited  me, 
and  then  repaired  to  the  bank. 

Mr.  Spratling  was  very  glad  to  see 
me,  and  instantly  began  to  talk  of 
Curling.     Wasn't     it     wonderful?     Wasn't 
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he  cunning,  just  ?  Only  the  day  before 
he  had  run  away  Avith  Miss  Hargrave, 
he  had  said  he  meant  to  ask  the 
governor  for  a  holiday,  when  Mr.  Charles 
came  back. 

*'  He  seemed  to  be  afraid  of  meeting 
you,''  Mr.  Spratling  told  me.  "He  asked 
J\Ir.  Hargrave  several  times  when  you 
were  expected.  I  daresay  he  thought 
you  would  find  out  his  game." 

Perhaps  he  did.  Perhaps  in  his  quiet,, 
cautious  way,  he  was  jealous  of  Conny, 
and  thought  if  he  should  give  me  time 
to  make  love  to  her  ao^ain,  I  mio'ht- 
win  her  away  from  him.  He  had  very 
well  known  that  I  had  her  mamma 
on  my  side;  that  if  my  uncle  had 
suspected  his  daughter's  attachment,  I 
should  have  had  him  on  my  side  too ; 
that    I   could    claim   to   be   a  gentleman ; 
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that  I  was  a  prospective  partner  in  the 
bank ;  in  a  word,  that  I  was  hedged 
about  with  every  condition  calculated 
to  secure  me  atriumph  ;  whilst  he  on  his 
side  had  literally  nothing  whatever  to 
make  him  hopeful  but  Conny's  promises, 
which  caprice  might  at  any  moment 
cause  her  to  break. 

I  looked  at  his  vacant  stool,  and 
thouo;ht  of  him  sittinoj  there  and  lauo'hino; 
internally  at  the  trick  he  and  Conny 
were  playing  me ;  of  the  grinning  that 
must  have  gone  on  behind  my  back, 
when  my  cousin  mockingly  repeated  the 
language  I  had  addressed  to  her,  and 
mimicked  the  attitudes  of  -  entreaty  which 
I  had  no  doubt  unconsciously  thro^TL 
myself  into  whilst  begging  her  to  tell 
me  that — 

Pshaw !     never    mind.     It    is    all    past* 


60  j/r  rxcLU'S  sche2ie. 

I  never  really  loved  her.  I  tliougtit  her 
bewitchinglj  pretty,  and  vranted  to  possess 
her ;  I  thought  it  -would  be  the  agree- 
ablest  pastime  to  play  with  her  sunny 
hair,  and  trace  my  haunting  face  in  her 
deep  eyes.  It  "was  a  young  man's  fancy. 
I  fancied  her.  But  could  that  mean  I 
loved  her,  when  the  first  puff  that 
came  blew  my  flame  out,  and  left 
my  heart  free  for  thy  clearer  radiance, 
my  T.  ? 

Mortifying,  fearfully  mortifying  the 
whole  thing  w^as,  I  agree.  To  be  made 
ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  a  cashier  who 
touched  his  hat  when  he  met  me  in  the 
street  and  often  called  me  Sir ;  to  be 
jilted  for  a  lean  banker's  clerk  whose 
learning  lay  in  his  ledger,  the  horizon  of 
whose  mind  was  the  circle  of  a  sovereign  ; 
who    vTote    like  a  copy-book,  and    counted 
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like  tlie  sums  in  Colenso — as  accurately,  I 
mean  (faugli !  I  wouldn't  give  tAvopence 
for  such  plebeian  parts !).  Yes,  fearfully 
mortifying  all  this  was.  How  many  years 
have  passed  since  then  ?  It  matters  not — 
but  though  my  waistcoats  of  that  epoch 
would  recjuire  another  foot  added  to  them 
to  brino;  the  buttons  and  the  button-holes 
together  upon  my  present  dignified  figure, 
I  cannot  recur  to  this  one  great  sack- 
cloth-and-ashes  experience  of  mine  without 
feeling  my  spleen  enlarged  under  my  left 
ribs,  and  my  multifarious  perceptions 
grow  jaundiced. 

God  knows  whether  I  should  have  felt 
so  magnanimously  disposed  towards  the 
runaway  couple  had  my  heart  been  as 
much  concerned  in  the  matter  as  it  ought 
to  have  been.  All  the  morning  I  was 
resoMng,  should    my  uncle    show    himself 
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stubborn,  to  plead  their  cause  and  petition 
bis  forgiveness. 

Could  I  have  done  tbis  bad  tbe  injury- 
been  deadly  ?  and  wouldn't  tbe  injury 
bave  been  deadly  bad  I  adored  Conny  as 
I  imagined  I  did  ? 

Well,  Mr.  Jobn  Halifax,  perbaps  I  might 
bave  sbammed  a  forgiving  spirit ;  I  might 
bave  acted  in  sucb  a  way,  as  to  make  ber 
fancy  I  bore  no  grudge.  But  I  didn't 
sbam,  you  dear  model  of  a  gentleman.  I 
did  forgive  ber,  Jobn.  Nay,  I  even  con- 
gratulated myself  tbat  sbe  bad  put  it  out 
of  my  power  to  sbow  tbat  since  my  visit 
to  Tbistlewood  my  sentiments  bad  under- 
gone a  cbange.  Had  sbe  not  run  away, 
I  must  bave  transformed  my  aunt  into  an 
implacable  enemy  by  suggesting  tbat  I 
was  no  longer  ber  daughter's  bumble, 
obedient   slave;    I    should    bave    lost    my 
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■uncle's  good  opinion  by  exhibiting  a  cba- 
jacter  lie  would  mistakenly  regard  as 
Tinstable  and  even  insincere — for  thougli  lie 
objected  to  my  marriage  witli  Conny, 
depend  upon  it  he  would  not  have  relished 
my  defection ;  and  lastly,  I  should  have 
been  placed  in  the  extremely  awkward 
position  of  having  to  give  Conny  to 
know  that  my  love  was  not  based  upon 
that  permanent  rock  of  sentiment  which 
I  had  more  than  once  sworn,  with  some 
degree  of  violence,  that  it  was. 

In  short,  fortune  had  dealt  me  the 
very  cards  I  should  have  chosen  from 
the  pack,  had  choice  been  given  me.  I 
preserved  my  dignity.  I  could  now  turn 
to  Theresa  without  the  faintest  chance  of 
being  called  inconstant.  My  pride  could 
still  enjoy,  with  undiminished  gust,  the 
lamentations    my   aunt   would    be    certain 
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to  raise  over  her  abortive  hopes ;  and  I 
could  preserve  my  credit  with  Theresa, 
who,  on  hearing  of  Conny's  doings^ 
would  instantly  account  for  the  sur- 
prising change  that  had  come  over  my 
dream  ! 

My  uncle  came  to  the  bank  at  one 
o'clock,  and  finding  there  was  little  or 
no  business  doing,  called  me  into  his 
private  office. 

'^ Charlie,"  said  he,  "my  wife  and  I 
have  made  up  our  minds  as  to  the  course 
to  be  pursued.  I  shall  go  to  London 
this  afternoon,  and  bring  my  daughter 
and  her  husband  back  with  me 
to-morrow." 

''The  very  thing  you  should  do." 

"  I  won't  say  that  we  are  not  both 
of  us  showing  very  great  weakness  in 
forgiving  Conny  so  easily ;  but  she  is  our 
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only  child — and  the  mother's  heart  yearns 
for  her." 

*'And  so  does  yours." 

"  I  wish  it  didn't.  I  wish  I  could  be 
severe  and  obdurate.  But  we  can't — 
we  ouo^htn't  to  fio-ht  ag^ainst  our  instincts. 
The  young  people  must  live  with  us 
until  I  can  furnish  a  home  for  them ; 
and,  as  for  Curling,  there  is  nothing  for 
it  but  to  let  him  keep  his  position  here. 
The  eyes  of  the  whole  to^^^l  are  upon  us, 
and  it  won't  do  to  seem  ashamed." 

"  Certainly  not.  I  know  what  my 
father  would  suggest  :  that  we  all  went 
about,  forthwith,  boasting  of  our  new 
connexion,  and  appearing  so  proud,  as 
scarcely  to  be  civil  to  the  poorer  neigh- 
bours. After  all,  what  is  there  to  be 
ashamed  of?  Curling  is  not  ungentle- 
manly  ;   he   is   rather   mercantile,  perhaps ; 
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but  he  is  certain  to  borrow  some  graces 
from  his  wife,  and  to  make  as  good  a 
figure  in  society  as  most  young  men." 

"  I'd  have  given  five  thousand  pounds 
rather  than  this  should  have  happened ; 
but  as  it  has  happened,  we  must  make 
the  best  of  it.  The  first  thins;  to  be 
done  is  to  get  them  married  properly. 
My  wife,  I  fear,  will  give  us  trouble. 
She  talks  as  if  she  loathed  Curling, 
and  though  she  professes  to  be  willing 
to  do  anything  now,  I  fear  that  when 
the  time  comes  she  will  never  consent  to 
be  seen  with  him  out  of  doors,  or  to 
prove,  by  her  behaviour,  that  the  mar- 
riage is  not  a  disgrace." 

"We  must  reason  with  her." 
"  Yes,    yes.     Sufficient   unto    the   day — 
this     is     a     contingent     evil :     we     have 
enough   to   do   to    deal   with   the   present. 
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I  Avas  so  grieved  and  worried  last  niglit, 
tliat  I  totally  forgot  to  ask  you  about 
your  visit.  What  do  you  think  of 
Theresa  ? " 

"I  like  her  very  much,"  I  answered, 
guardedly. 

"  Did  they  make  you  welcome  ?  " 

"They  did  indeed." 

"  Do  you  think  my  scheme  as  dis- 
agreeable as  it  struck  you  a  fortnight 
ago  ? "  he  asked,   smiling  languidly. 

"  We'll  talk  about  this  another  time," 
I  answered,  uneasily.  "Let  us  get  Conny 
home,  and  make  her  comfortable,  before 
we  trouble  ourselves  with  other  matters." 

"  Ay,  you  are  right,"  he  exclaimed, 
falling  quickly  back  into  the  one  absorb- 
ing trouble,  from  which  he  had  momen- 
tarily diverged.  "  I  can  leave  you  in 
charge   here,    can't    I  ?    and    I    must    ask 
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you,  after  the  bank  is  closed,  to  go  and 
keep  my  poor  wife  company.  She  will 
be  very  dull  and  depressed  during  my 
absence." 

''I'll  try  to  cheer  her  up,"  I  said. 

''  Soften  her  as  much  as  you  can, 
Charlie.  She  is  all  tenderness  now  for 
her  child ;  but  the  moment  she  has  got 
her  again,  she  may  grow  severe.  After 
^11,  the  poor  girl  will  need  her  kindness. 
I^  daresay  she  has  fretted  a  great  deal 
whilst  thinking  of  us  all.  She  will 
have  missed  her  comforts,  her  pretty 
bed-room,  our  kisses  in  the  morning. 
Eh?   shouldn't  she  be  kindly  received?" 

"Yes,  and  she  will  be,  I  am  sure," 
I  replied,  moved  by  the  tears  that  sprang 
to  his  eyes. 

He  squeezed  my  hand,  bade  God  bless 
me,  and  left  the  bank. 
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There  being  notHing  to  do,  I  tlionglit 
I  could  not  better  occupy  my  time  tlian 
by  writing  to  Theresa.  So  down  I  sat 
at  my  uncle's  desk,  and  wrote  four 
pages.  There  was  a  great  deal  to  tell : 
Conny's  flight  to  be  related,  and  a  funeral 
oration  to  be  delivered  over  my  love. 
*'I  may  tell  you,''  I  said,  "that  I  am 
not  so  broken-hearted  as  I  ought  to  be. 
I  am  pained  by  her  conduct  for  her 
father's  and  mother's  sake,  but  has  any- 
body a  right  to  expect  me  to  have  any 
personal  feelings  in  the  matter,  beyond 
a  proper  sense  of  gratefulness  that  her 
pretty  face  and  capricious  snides  can  no 
longer  keep  me  awake  o'  nights,  nor 
prevent  me  from  enjoying  my  food  ? 
Ah,  Theresa !  you  may  indeed  value 
yourself  on  your  perceptions.  I  am  afraid 
I    never    really   loved    Conny.     How   w^ill 
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this  confession  aflfect  me  with  you  ?  I 
beg  and  implore  that  yon  won't  consider 
mine  a  fickle  nature.  I  could  be  true 
and  faithful  as  Abelard,  could  I  but  find 
a  girl  who  would  be  my  Eloisa.  I  made 
a  mistake.  I  admired  Conny,  and  mis- 
took the  delight  with  which  I  used  to 
watch  her  young  face  and  profound  eyes 
for  love.  I  won't  pretend  to  think  that 
I  could  have  exhibited  my  present  forti- 
tude, were  it  not  for  you.  There  is  not 
a  quality  that  goes  to  the  making  of 
my  mind,  that  would  not  have  smarted 
and  throbbed  under  this  elopement. 
Practically,  I  have  been  snubbed,  sneered 
at,  utilised,  dropped,  cut,  disliked,  morally 
kicked,  and  hopelessly  sat  upon ;  all 
which  unpardonable  treatment  I  might 
laugh  at,  had  Conny  been  the  only  in- 
sulter ;   but   to    sufi"er   such    indignities    at 
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tlie  hands  of  ]\Ir.  Curling ! — Theresa,  let 
your  pride  bleed  for  me.  Let  me  know 
I  have  your  s}Tiipathy.  The  briefest 
assurance  that  your  opinion  of  me  is 
not  lowered  because  I  haven't  broken  my 
heart  over  Conny,  will  give  me  all  the 
strength  I  need  to  support,  the  very 
crushing  sense  of  contempt  that  visits 
me,  whenever  I  reflect  on  their  duplicity 
and  my  humiliation."  And  so  on,  and 
so  on. 

I  was  as  nearly  as  possible  telling  her 
that  I  had  left  my  heart  behind  me  at 
Thistlewood.  Who  isn't  bold  in  a  letter? 
Consider  the  C[ualifications  a  goose-cj[uill 
and  a  sheet  of  paper  confer  !  The  stam- 
merer speaks  fluently,  without  a  gasp; 
Ignorance  pronounces  all  his  h's ;  Timi- 
dity is  as  courageous  as  a  Avild  beast ; 
Modesty    makes    love    without    a    blush ; 
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Poverty,  by  liiding  his  rags,  can  request 
a  loan  ^vithout  losing  Ms  dignity.  I 
added  a  postscript,  in  which  I  inserted 
certain  sentiments  which,  had  I  had  her 
with  me,  I  don't  think  I  could  have  got 
my  tongue  to  utter.  I  then  sealed  the 
letter,  and  walked  with  it  to  the  post, 
satisfied  that  seldom  had  love  been  so 
well  hinted  at,  that  seldom  had  the 
heart's  defection  been  so  eloquently  de- 
fended by  the  submission  of  more  incon- 
trovertible reasons. 

The  phaeton  fetched  me  at  four  o'clock, 
and  took  me  to  Grove  End.  I  found 
my  aunt  extremely  "wretched.  She 
thanked  me  for  coming,  and  asked  me 
what  I  thought  of  Conny's  letter. 

"  Why,"  I  answered,  ''  she  doesn't 
represent  herself  as  feeling  miserable ; 
and  that  I  consider  a  good  sign." 
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'■'  I  cannot  conceive/*'  the  poor  lady- 
cried,  '•'  how  she  could  have  the  courage 
and  the  cruelty  to  act  vith  such  kicked 
daring.  I  seem  in  a  dream.  Every 
moment  I  expect  to  see  her  come  in  and 
lauorh  at  me  for  imam'm'no;  that  she  could 
be  guilty  of  eloping  ^ith  such  a  man. 
How  my  husband  jeered  me  for  saying 
that  his  clerk  was  a  dangerous  person ! 
And  now  he  is  our  son-in-law :  now  we 
are  all  fastened  together  for  life,  and 
degraded  for  ever  !  " 

"  Xo,  no  :  not  degraded.  ]My  dear 
aunt,  !Mr.  Curling  is  quite  as  gentlemanly 
as  the  majority  of  young  men.  Look  at 
the  sons-in-law  one  meets  with  every- 
where !  Elopements  take  place  in  the 
highest  families.  Only  last  year  Lady 
Florence  ]Miller  ran  away  with  her  music- 
master  ;  and   mesalliances    are   so   frequent 
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and  expected,  that  I  can  assure  you,  if 
two  or  three  years  pass  without  a  groom, 
or  a  dancing  master,  or  an  usher^ 
running  away  mth  a  female  member 
of  the  aristocracy,  the  Court  JouriKd 
languishes,  high  life  becomes  uneasy,  and 
aristocratic  circles  grow  haggard  with  a 
sense  of  want.  I  admit  that  Lir.  Curling 
is  not  such  a  man  as  you  would  have 
chosen  for  Conny  to  marry,  but  she 
might  have  done  worse." 

"  No,  she  couldn't  have  done  worse. 
So  pretty  as  she  is,  with  such  good 
prospects,  she  might  have  married  any- 
body. The  cruellest  part  of  it  all  is  her 
deceitfulness.  She  knew  I  wanted  her  to 
marry  you,  and  she  pretended  to  yield 
to  my  wishes,  only  that  she  might  blind 
my  eyes  to  her  affection  for  that  Curling. 
Didn't  she  encourage  you  ?  " 
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*'Yes,  yes/'  I  groaned.  "But  I  for- 
give lier.  I  forgive  thera  botli.  They 
have  found  out  tliat  Heaven  made  them 
for  each  other;  they  are  married,  and 
Ave  must  now  help  to  render  them 
happy." 

"  Long  ago,  at  the  first  hint  of  danger- 
I  gave/'  cried  my  afflicted  aunt,  "your 
uncle  ought  to  have  tm^ned  that  young 
man  away." 

And  here  she  began  to  weep  and  sob 
wild  reproaches,  and  to  beg  me  to  tell 
her  if  she  were  not  the  most  unfortunate- 
woman  that  was  ever  born,  to  bring  a. 
child  into  the  world  that  could  turn  upon 
its  parents  in  their  old  age  ;  until  dinner 
was  announced,  when  she  took  my  arm; 
and  we  walked  into  the  room  vith  such 
faces  upon  us,  as  mutes  might  gTow  sick 
with  enYj  to  see. 
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I  can't  say  I  enjoyed  the  evening  that 
followed.  My  aunt  went  into  hysterics 
twice,  and  wrung  my  nerves  with  violent 
agitations  of  distress  and  horror.  She 
ivas  not  a  strong-minded  woman,  and 
took  to  her  woe  hungrily.  I  watched 
her  tears  with  the  keenest  apprehensions, 
■dreading  fresh  outbreaks  of  the  sobs,  and 
short  yells,  and  rapid  heel-taps  with 
which  she  had  t^yice  favoured  me. 

However,  she  calmed  down  when  it 
was  getting  near  bed-time,  and  I  then 
seized  the  opportunity  of  impressing  upon 
her  the  necessity  of  receiving  her  daughter 
lovingly,  and  above  all,  of  treating  Mr. 
Curling  in  such  a  way  as  should  put  it 
out  of  the  servants'  power  to  spread  the 
truth. 

"Our  policy,"  said  I,  "is  to  contrive, 
by  our  behaviour   to    Mr.    Curling,    to   let 
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the  neigliboiirs  know  that  the  only  thing 
we  regretted  in  the  whole  affair  was  the 
elopement ;  that  we  were  never  averse  to 
Conny's  marriage  with  Mr.  Curling,  but 
only  desired  that  she  should  wait  until 
the  young  man  had  gained  a  better 
position.  If  the  subject  is  discussed 
before  me,  depend  upon  it  I  shall  be 
explicit  enough.  The  facts  are  these,  I 
shall  say :  Mr.  Curling  was  impatient  of 
the  delay  Mr.  Hargrave  insisted  upon 
before  he  sanctioned  their  marriage,  and 
worked  upon  Conny's  sensibilities  to  elope 
with  him.  It  is  the  plot  of  the  old 
comedy,  repeated  afresh :  the  heroine 
running  away  with  the  man  everybody 
had  agreed  should  be  her  husband.  Had 
they  waited  a  few  months,  I  shall  say, 
they  would  have  been  married  in  state, 
and   champagne,    sweetmeats   and  speeches 
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would  have  made  the  11111011  respectable. 
But  tliey  chose  to  elope  and  antedate 
their  bliss  by  express  train  to  Doctor's 
Oommons.  These  things  have  happened 
ever  since  the  better  part  of  Adam  mani- 
fested itself  in  the  shape  of  Eve.  They 
happen  most  frequently  in  high  life ; 
and  an  elopement,  so  far  from  being 
regarded  as  a  disgrace,  is  universally  held 
to  be  a  first-class  sign  of  politeness  and 
breeding.  That's  how  I  shall  talk,  aunt ; 
and  I  would  advise  you  to  do  the 
same." 

I  fancy  my  reasoning  impressed  her. 
She  always  had  a  high  opinion  of  my 
knowledge  of  human  nature,  and  believed 
the  world  contained  not  many  persons  who 
were  my  equals  in  elegance  of  deportment 
and  accuracy  of  judgment  in  matters  of 
fashion    and    behaviour.        I    left     her    at 
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eleven  o'clock,  not  sorry  to  escape  into 
the  cool  niglit,  where,  amid  the  still- 
ness, I  could  dedicate  my  thoughts  to 
Theresa. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Bland.  "Never  mention  what  is  past.  The 
wranglings  of  married  people  about  imlucky  ques- 
tions that  break  out  between  them  is  like  the  lashing 
of  a  top  :  it  only  serves  to  keep  it  up  the  longer," 

All  in  the  Wrong. 

Next  day  business  was  a  little  brisk 
at  tbe  bank,  and,  considering  my  short 
apprenticesbip,  I  acquitted  myself  tolerably 
well.  I  took  Curling's  place  and  paid  or 
received  the  cbeques,  &c.,  as  tkey  were 
presented,  and  wliat  was  extremely  won- 
derful, found  at  tbe  end  of  the  day  that 
I  bad  made  no  mistake.  I  also  conferred 
with     two     or     tbree     customers     in     the 
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managers  private  room,  performing  tlie 
simple  duty  of  listening  to  them  ■with,  a 
very  gTave  face,  and  dismissing  tliem  in 
a  style  that  excited  Mr.  Spratling,  who 
had  a  slow  and  laborious  mind,  into 
applause. 

When  the  bank  was  closed  I  went  to 
my  lodgings  to  get  some  dinner,  not 
intending  to  call  at  Grove  End  until  late 
in  the  evening.  The  fact  was,  my  uncle 
had  spoken  of  leaving  London  with  the 
devoted  couple  at  fom*  o'clock ;  Updo^TL 
would  be  reached  by  seven,  and  I  had  no 
^ish  to  intrude  until  the  violence  and 
agitation  of  the  meeting  at  Grove  End 
should  be  in  some  degree  calmed. 

My  dinner,  composed  of  a  mutton  chop 
and  a  pint  of  red  wine,  was  soon  des- 
patched. I  pulled  an  arm-chair  to  the 
open      window,       lighted     a      pipe,      and 
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surrendered  myself  up  to  various  reflec- 
tions. 

Among  other  things,  I  remember  think- 
ing how  very  pretty  my  landlady's  house 
was,  how  snugly  it  would  accommodate  a 
newly-married  pair — and  then  I  thought 
of  Theresa. 

In  imagination  I  pictured  her  my  wife, 
moving,  at  this  sunset  hour,  with  water- 
ing-pot in  hand,  among  the  flowers  in 
the  garden,  ever  and  anon  creeping  up 
to  the  window,  where  I  was  seated,  to 
give  me  a  flower,  and  let  me  take  a 
long  look  into  her  bright  and  speaking 
eyes. 

Heavens  !  how  the  wheel  goes  round ! 
Not  very  long  before  I  had  figured 
another  young  lady  as  my  wife,  off'ering 
me  flowers  through  that  very  identical 
window,    with    all    the    sweetness    of    her 
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spirit  beaming  like  the  moon  in  the  dark 
azm^e  of  her  eyes.  That  pictm^e  was 
blotted  out.  Did  I  care?  A  fiddle! 
I  liked  the  other  picture  much  better. 
Why,  even  that  reverence,  which,  despite 
Conny's  indifierence  to  me,  I  should  ever 
have  remembered  her  beauty  with,  was 
sunk,  was  destroyed  by  the  consideration 
that  her  name  was  now  Cuelixg,  and 
that  the  frizzy  cashier  was  pri'\T.leged  to 
call  her  His  ! 

His !  Imagine  that  cockneyfied  fore- 
finger, that  long  forefinger  with  the  olive- 
colom-ed  nail  and  the  cbeadful  ring, 
chucking  Conny's  dimpled  chin,  plajing 
^ith  Conny's  golden  hair  1  Faugh !  The 
rose  that  makes  the  beauties  of  your 
sweetheart's  white  bosom  killing,  becomes 
a  sordid,  vulgar  flower  when  trans- 
ferred    on      the     morrow     to      the     char- 
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woman,  and  pinned  by  her  against  the 
dirt  of  the  handkerchief  about  her  chest. 
Though  idealism  has  its  limits,  yet  its 
circle  had  been  a  big  one  for  Conny, 
and  there  was  little  she  could  have  done 
in  it  alone  that  would  have  endangered 
her  charms  in  my  eyes.  But  she  had 
chosen  to  Iuq;  Mr.  Curlinof  into  the  maoic 
realm ;    and  souse  !    the  spell  was  broken. 

It  was  like  throwing  a  duck  into  a 
lake,  in  whose  lucent  serenity  the  stars 
of  the  heavens  found  their  duplicates. 

Now,  whilst  I  thus  sate,  the  postman 
came  into  the  garden  and  handed  me 
a  letter.  I  caught  sight  of  the  initials 
^'T.  H."  at  the  corner  of  the  envelope,  and 
my  heart  beat  quickly.  I  pulled  out  the 
enclosure.  What  a  fine,  free,  dashing 
hand  !  How  firm  and  honest  and  character- 
istic !    How  thoughtful  to  answer  my  letter 
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so  soon !  Why,  she  could  only  have 
received  it  that  morning,  and  must  there- 
fore have  TSTitten  her  reply  on  the  spot. 

*'  My  dear  Charlie,''  she  began :  and 
then  went  on  to  express  her  astonish- 
ment and  grief  at  the  news  I  had  sent 
her  of  Conny's  elopement.  She  could 
scarcely  credit  I  was  in  earnest. 

"  What  mad  impulse  could  have 
prompted  her  to  take  such  a  step!  How 
grieved  my  uncle  and  aunt  must  be ! 
Sm-ely  had  they  suspected  that  Conny 
was  so  fond  of  this  young  man,  they 
would  have  allowed  her  to  marry  him, 
rather  than  drive  her  into  an  elopement 
by  their  refusal.  Papa  is  perfectly 
stupefied ;  for  he  told  me  that  uncle 
Tom  had  over  and  over  again  expressed 
his  belief,  that  Conny  would  marry 
weU." 
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"  As  for  you,  I  am  not  so  surprised 
as  yon  fancied  I  should  iDe,  to  hear 
that  Conny's  rash  act  has  not  broken 
your  heart.  I  told  you  plainly  one  day 
that  you  didn't  love  her,  and  now 
you  confess  I  was  right.  Again  and 
again  I  tell  you  that  your  fickleness,  as 
you  call  it,  cannot  affect  my  opinion  of 
you.  Had  you  sincerely  loved  her, 
taught  her  to  love  you,  and  then  turned 
from  her,  no  words  of  mine  could 
possibly  convey  how  greatly  I  should 
despise  you.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that 
I  or  any  other  Avoman  could  think  the 
hetter  of  a  man  for  not  knowing  his  own 
mind.  Judgment  is  a  fine  quality  in  a 
man,  and  without  it  he  can  never  be 
devoted,  or  honest,  or  resolute. 

*'  But  I  told  you,  during  that  rude  fit 
of    mine,     that    you    were    a    boy — which 
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you  are  —  and  are  therefore  to  be 
laughed  at  and  excused  for  falling  into 
an  ecstasy  over  the  first  pretty  face 
you  meet,  and  calling  your  silly 
transports,  love  !  You  have  been 
punished  severely  enough  through  your 
self-conceit  ;  and  I  can  imagine  that 
you  will  never  care  to  be  reminded, 
that  at  the  time  you  were  thinking 
you  had  made  a  conquest  of  Conny, 
she  was  encouraging  you  merely  that 
you  might  serve  her  as  a  kind  of 
dummy,  with  whom  she  might  coquette 
whilst  she  indulged  her  real  passion 
with  her  Theodore." 

Having  written  so  far,  she  was  pleased 
to  suspend  her  raillery,  to  make  way  for 
large  -  hearted  expressions  of  sympathy 
with  Tom  and  his  wife,  and  con- 
cluded     a      tolerably     voluminous      letter 
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by     signing     herself     ''  Your     affectionate 
cousin." 

"  P.S.  Tell  me  all  the  news  as  it 
comes  to  hand,  that  is  if  you  can  find 
any  time   to   waste   upon   T.  H." 

I  was  so  much  piqued  and  so  much 
pleased  with  this  letter,  that,  had  I  had 
any  further  news  to  tell  her — enough 
to  find  me  an  excuse  for  writing  so 
promptly — I  should  there  and  then  have 
sent  her  a  reply.  The  part  I  liked  most 
was  where  she  had  called  me  a  boy.  It 
was  delightful  to  be  rallied  so  familiarly, 
to  be  chided  so  saucily.  And  I  noticed 
the  dexterity  with  which  she  implied 
apologies  and  excuses  for  the  conduct 
she  seemed  to  reproach  in   me. 

However,   it   was  now   about   time   that 
I  made  my  way  to  Grove  End.     Nothing 
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but  a  sense  of  duty  could  have  driven 
me  there,   I  assure  you. 

I  reached  the  house  a  little  before 
nine  o'clock,  and  knocked  very  tremu- 
lously ;  I  never  remember  feeling  more 
nervous.  What  should  I  say  to  Conny 
— to  3Irs.  Curling,  I  mean  ?  and  what 
was  Mrs.   Curling  to  say  to  me  ? 

When  I  entered  the  hall,  I  could 
scarcely  do  anything  for  some  moments 
but  wipe  my  feet.  Then  I  knocked  my 
uncle's  hat  off  a  peg  in  trying  to  hang 
up  my  own.  The  servant  opened  the 
drawing-room  door,  and  giving  my  facul- 
ties a  twist,  as  it  were,  to  make  them 
resonant,  I  entered. 

"  Hallo ! "  said  I,  seeing  the  room 
€mpty,  though  the  lamj)s  were  lighted, 
*'  Where's  my  uncle  ?  " 
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In  truth,  I  had  forgotten,  in  my 
nervousness,  to  inquire  whether  he  had 
returned  from  London. 

"  I'll  go  and  see,   sir." 

*'  Then  he  has   come  back  ?  " 

"Yes,   sir." 

"Alone?" 

"  No ;  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  Curling  have  come 
with  him." 

What  adaptive  aptitude  servants  have ! 
How   lono'   would   it    take   me   to    talk    of 

o 

"  Mr.  and  ]\Irs.  Curling"  as  glibly  as  if  they 
had  been  man  and  wife  ten  years  ? 

I  sat  down  and  pretended  to  feel  at 
my  ease,  meanwhile  watching  the  door 
anxiously.  In  about  three  minutes'  time 
it  opened,  and  in  came  —  everybody ! 
Yes,  I  protest  all  my  relations  swarmed 
in  at  once.  First  came  my  uncle,  with 
his   shirt  collars  well   up    above   his    ears; 
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then  came  my  aimt  with  red  eyes ;  then 
came  Conny  looking  Trhite  as  a  sheet ; 
and  then  came  Curling — already  a  bruised 
and  broken  son-in-law,  glancing  with 
scared  eyes  about  him,  and  stepping  for^ 
ward  with  the  nervous,  dubious  air  you 
may  have  observed  in  a  decayed  trades- 
man, who,  having  called  four  times  with 
a  subscription  paper,  is  mistaken  by  your 
servant,  and  asked  to  ^'walk  in." 

I  stood  up,  not  knowing  whom  to 
shake  hands  with  first. 

"How  are  you,  Charlie?"  said  my 
uncle  in  a  melancholy  voice.  "We  were 
all  in  the  library  when  you   came." 

My  aunt  took  an  arm-chair,  breathing 
noisily. 

"I  am  glad  to  welcome  you  home," 
said  I,  taking  Conny's  hand,  and  feeling 
as  if  I  were  salutino^  a  stran2:er. 
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''Thank  you,"  she  whispered,  hanging 
her  head  ;  and  then  gave  her  husband  a 
glance. 

Poor  little  girl !  I  knew  what  she 
meant.  The  eyes  of  the  mother  were 
upon  me ;  I  was  the  Eepresentative  of 
the  Family  Gentility.  My  soul  warmed 
to  a  magnanimous  impulse,  and,  extend- 
ing my  hand  cordially  to  ]Mr.  Curling, 
I  exclaimed  in  a  loud,  impressive 
voice, 

''  I  heartily  congratulate  you  on  your 
choice  of  a  wife ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
both  be  spared  for  many  long  years  to 
be  a  comfort  to  each  other." 

Boh !  boh !  Conny  burst  into  tears, 
ran  up  to  me,  clung  to  my  arm,  and  up- 
turning her  sweet,  deceitful  eyes,  now 
with  their  rich  blue  deepened  by  tears, 
cried. 
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^^  Oh,  Charlie,  I  knew  you  would  for- 
give me  !  I  always  felt  you  would !  Do 
ask  mamma  to  love  me  again,  and  to  be 
friends  with  Theodore." 

*'  She  will  need  no  asking,"  I  answered, 
feeling  perfectly  patriarchal,  and  thinking 
what  a  mean  figure  I  was  involuntarily 
making  ]\Ir.  Theodore  cut.  ''Her  heart 
is  the  kindest  that  ever  beat  in  a  woman's 
bosom ;  and  I  shall  be  greatly  mistaken 
if,  after  you  have  allowed  her  a  little 
breathing  time,  to  recover  the  shock,  she 
does  not  clasp  her  only,  her  beloved  child 
ao'ain  to  her  breast,  and  foroive  the  man 
whose  only  sin  has  been  that  he  has 
loved  her  daughter  too  well." 

Having  uttered  which  surprising  piece 
of  eloquence,  I  was  confounded  by  my 
uncle  bursting  into  tears. 

''Don't   mind   me,"   he  sobbed,   through 
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his  fingers ;  ''I  entreat — I  implore  that 
none  of  yon  will  look  at  me." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  hnsband ! "  shrieked  his 
wife,  rushing  np  to  him,  and  casting  her 
-arms  around  his  neck. 

*'  Oh,  papa,  papa  !  "  cried  Conny,  likewise 
running  up  to  him,  casting  herself  on  her 
knees  and  fondlino^  his  leo^s. 

To  complete  the  tableau  nothing  was 
wanting  but  for  Mr.  Curling  and  me  to 
lock  each  other's  figure  in  a  passionate 
•embrace.  But  I  would  rather  have  been 
poisoned. 

"  There,  there,  there ! "  mumbled  my 
poor  uncle,  releasing  himself  from  his 
wife  and  child  by  struggling  out  of  his 
Tchair.  "  I  must  apologise  for  my  weak- 
ness. God  knows  how  many  years  it 
is  since  I  shed  a  tear.  Charlie,  my  boy, 
pray  be  seated.     Curling,  raise  your  wife." 
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However,  Conny  saved  lier  husband 
this  trouble  by  getting  up  herself.  "  My 
aunt  resumed  her  chair ;  Curling  took 
the  music-stool,  and  my  uncle  and  I 
shared  the   sofa. 

The  silence  that  followed  was  ex- 
quisitely embarrassing.  I  gasped  and 
gulped  about  in  my  mind  for  something 
to  say,  but  was  as  absolutely  vacant  of 
ideas  as  a  foohsh  and  nervous  "best 
man,"  who  rises  to  propose  "  the  brides- 
maids," and  can  do  nothino;  for  a  lono- 
^nd  awful  pause  but  ^x  a  fishy  eye  on 
the  person  immediately  opposite. 

Conny  never  looked  at  me.  Her 
swollen  blue  eyes  were  glued  to  the 
carpet.  As  for  my  aunt,  her  face  was 
as  stony  and  hard  as  anything  ever 
found  by  Mr.  Layard  at  Nineveh.  At 
last,   feeling  the  silence  too  oppressive  for 
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my  nerves  to  endure  without  something 
cracking,  I  asked  my  uncle,  in  a  voice 
that  appeared  to  me  fearfully  loud, 
''  How  is  London  looking  ? " 
**  Very  much  as  usual,"  he  replied. 
And  his  tongue  being  loosened,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  inquire  after  the  business  that 
had  been  transacted  at  the  bank  dm-ing 
his  absence.  "We  were  now  upon  a  subject 
in  which  CurHng  would  feel  at  home,  and 
heartily  sorry  for  the  poor  fellow  whose 
position  was,  on  the  whole,  as  unenviable 
as  any  mortal  man  was  ever  placed  in, 
I  contrived  to  address  some  observations 
to  him,  which  he  answered  with  great 
diffidence.  I  then,  from  a  laudable  desire 
to  diffuse  a  more  pleasing  social  atmo- 
sphere than  then  overhung  us,  spoke  to 
my  aunt,  taking  care,  on  receiving  her 
reply,  to  appeal  to  Conny. 
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But  my  well-meant  effort  failed.  My 
aunt  was  so  clogged  and  tearful,  I  might 
as  well  have  tried  to  set  the  pendulum  of 
a  clock  wagging  when  the  spring  was 
broken,  as  have  attempted  to  get  her  to 
be  cheerful. 

"  We  make  a  happy  family  party,  don't 
we,"  said  she  to  me  with  a  ghastly  smile. 

"  I  don  t  see  why  we  shouldn't,"  I  re- 
plied. "I  for  one  am  quite  disposed  to 
be  comfortable,"  and  I  looked  at  Conny. 

"Ah!"  said  my  aunt  mth  a  severe  nod, 
"you  are  not  a  mother,   Charlie." 

"No,"  said  I,  "and  I  really  hope  there 
is  no  chance  of  my  ever  becoming  one." 

Mr.  Curling  grinned  faintly.  Conny 
looked  at  me  askew,  as  if  she  wondered 
how  I  could  find  the  heart  to  be  funny. 

"  Come,  come,  don't  let  us  get  personal," 
exclaimed     my     uncle.       "  "What     I     told 

VOL.  III.  H 
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Coimy  and  her  liusband  in  London  I  will 
repeat  here ;  they  have  chosen  to  act 
foolishly  and  cruelly ;  but  greatly  as  they 
have  made  us  suffer,  it  is  our  duty,  now 
that  the  action  is  irreparable,  not  only 
to  wish  to  see  them  happy,  but  to  strive 
to  make  them  so.  It  is  too  late  to  show 
any  temper,  and  all  reproaches  must  be 
idle  and  foolish." 

"  Ay,  but  flesh  and  blood  must  speak  !  " 
cried  out  my  aunt. 

''I  regret  the  grief  and  pain  I  have 
caused  you  and  Mrs.  Hargrave,"  said 
Curling.  *'But  when  I  remember  what 
I  owe  you,  sir,  when  I  know  that  I  am 
not  incapable  of  gratitude,  and  that  the 
character  I  have  always  borne  has  been 
that  of  a  man  whom  it  needs  a  great  deal 
to  divert  from  the  straight  line  of  his 
•duty,  I  think,  I — I  say  I  think  at  least — 
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you,  I  mean — that  is  you  sliould  find  in 
my  elopement  a  proof — yes,  a  proof,  Mrs. 
Hargrave,  of  my  love  for  your  daughter 
and — and — an  endorsement — ^that  is,  a 
guarantee,  I  mean  for — of — for  our  futm^e 
— for  her  future  happiness." 

Uttering  which  he  threw  a  damp  glance 
round  the  room. 

Is  that  the  genuine  language  of  the 
heart,  thought  I  ?  But  suppose  he  had 
rehearsed  the  passage,  what  other  kind  of 
eloquence  than  gasps  and  expletives  is  to 
be  expected  from  a  man  in  his  situa- 
tion. 

"It  ought  never  to  have  taken  place," 
cried  ]\Irs.  Hargrave. 

"Oh,  mamma!"  exclaimed  Conny,  "you 
are  too  severe,  we  are  all  to  blame." 

I  glanced  at  her  pale  face  and  thought, 
"  Ah !      She   might   have    had    7ne    once. 
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There  would  have  been  no  hysterics  then. 
Nothing  but  congratulations  and  new 
dresses." 

"We!"  shrieked  my  aunt.  "Did  I  ask 
you  to  elope  mth  Mr.   Theodore  ?  " 

"For  heaven's  sake  — !"  interposed  my 
uncle. 

"  You  told  me  I  should  never  marry 
him  with  your  consent!"  cried  Conny. 

"  And  you  haven't ! "  broke  in  my  aunt. 

"Good  God!"  shouted  my  uncle.  "Isn't 
the  thing  over  ?  what's  the  use  of 
wranghng  ?  what's  the  use  of  snapping  at 
each  other  like  that  ? " 

"No  use  at  all,"  said  L  "And  what's 
more — though  I'm  a  heretic  for  saying 
so — in  my  opinion  a  woman  has  a  perfect 
right  to  choose  for  herself  the  man  that 
the  law  compels  her  to  live  with." 

"Shame!    shame!"    groaned    my    aunt. 


MY   UNCLE'S  SCHEITE.  101 


*'  You  can't  mean  wliat  you  say.  Aren't 
you,  too,  grossly  deceived  ? " 

"  Xo  1 "  interrupted  Conny,  a  sudden 
"blush  dyeing  her  face  scarlet.  "  Charlie 
knew  that  I  didn't — that  I  couldn't  love 
him — ^greatly  as  I  liked  him." 

Oh  !  I  thought,  if  you  weren't  a  young 
bride,  if  it  weren't  incumbent  upon  me 
to  respect  yom-  feelings,  if  it  wouldn't  be 
unmanly  to  deliver  myself  of  my  senti- 
ments, Jiow  I  could  make  you  writhe. 
But  m  sj^are  thee,  Conny,  which  I  could 
not  do,  had  I  truly  loved  thee. 

"  Conny 's  quite  right,"  said  I  aloud, 
"she  never  gave  me  any  encouragement, 
she  always  told  me  she  only  liked  me.  I 
was  very  impertinent  to  dare  to  have 
any  hopes." 

She  turned  a  look  of  triumph  on  her 
"Theodore.       Come,     I    was    a    sore    point 
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anyhow^,  wliich  was  better  than  being 
nothing   at   all. 

"  AVhy  must  we  be  personal  ? "  eried 
my    iinele. 

"  AVhat  are  we  to  talk  about  if  wo 
mayn't  speak  of  tliis  aw — this  rlread — 
this — this — thing  ?  "   soljbed  my  aunt. 

"  Well,  }'ou  must  exeuse  me  for  taking 
Charlie  into  the  library,"  said  he,  rising 
and  hiying  hold  of  my  arm.  "  J  have 
marjy  questions  to  ask.  him  about  the 
bank." 

Mr.  Curling  looked  at  us  as  if  he 
should  cry  out,  "For  the  love  of  heaven, 
don't  leave  me ! "  But  my  uncle  took  no- 
notice,  and  Ijui'j'iedly  walked  me  out  of 
the  room,  not  even  giving  me  time  to 
make  a  bow  to  the  happy  trio  I  left 
behind. 

"  I    am    sick    of    these   squabbles  ! "    he 
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exclaimed,  lighting  a  candle  in  the  library 
and  flinging  himself  into  an  arm-chair. 
"Sick  of  these  personalities,  hints,  in- 
nendos,  and  aspersions.  Oh  for  the  wings 
of  a  dove !  Why  can't  my  wife  leave 
them  alone  ?  My  word  is  pledged  to 
them,  and  she  knows  it,  but  is  for  ever 
bursting  into  our  sense  of  honour  with 
sharp  charges  and  reckless  attacks." 

"  It  was  to  be  expected,"  said  I ;  "  but 
give  her  time,  and  she  will  become  inured 
to  the  new  state  of  things." 

"  So  far  as  the  comfort  of  my  home  is 
concerned,  these  rows  can't  last  longer 
than  to-night.  To-morrow  Curling  takes 
his  wife  into  lodgings." 

"Small  blame  to  him.  He  is  really  to 
be  pitied.  I  have  heard  that  mothers-in- 
law  are  bad  enough  company  to  live  with, 
even  when  they  have  graced  the  marriage 
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service  with  their  consenting  presence, 
and  sobbed  over  the  bridegroom's  impos- 
sible promises.  But  what  they  are  when 
their  daughters  are  married  in  defiance 
of  them,  I  can  only  dimly  and  fearfully 
guess." 

"Ay,  it  is  too  true.  Eelations  ought 
not  to  live  together  after  they  get  mar- 
ried. Deeply  offended  as  I  am,  I  haven't 
the  heart  to  tm-n  upon  the  young  couple. 
Who  are  we  to  throw  stones  ?  "WTio  are 
we  to  fill  the  judgment  seat?  Life 
stretches  before  them ;  there  are,  there 
must  be,  many  sorrows  on  the  road,  and 
hard  trials,  and  bitter  tears.  Whether  we 
forgive  them  or  not,  it  is  unhappily  only 
too  certain  that  the  future  will  make 
them  more  than  expiate  the  vexation  and 
disappointment  they  have  caused  us.  No, 
no  !    I   am   not   for   exacting  penances.     I 
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am  not  for  grinding  young  hearts  dovm. 
because  they  have  betrayed  their  owners 
into  folly.  Conny  does  love  that  young 
man  amazingly.  I  see  it  in  every  move- 
ment of  her  head,  in  every  look  she 
.gives  him.  He  too  is  very  fond  of  her. 
Argue  as  you  will,  there  was  sound 
truth  in  what  he  just  now  said.  He  is 
a  plodding,  mechanical-minded  fellow, 
devoted  to  his  interests,  and  a  thorough 
business-man ;  and  it  could  be  no  ordi- 
nary passion  that  tm'ned  his  habits  awry, 
and  set  him  defying  fortune  for  the  pri- 
vilege of  possessing  a  pretty  girl." 

"  No,  indeed ;  for  he  had  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  you  would  give  Conny  a 
penny,  or  that  you  would  allow  him  to 
resume  his  duties.  He  is  no  doubt 
sincere." 

"I   found   them   in    mean   lodgings   out 


106  IIT  TTNCLE'S   SCHEME. 

of  Bloomsbury,"  said  my  uncle.  "  Yet^ 
miserable  as  was  their  accommodation, 
and  penniless  as  they  avowed  themselves- 
to  be,  nothing  could  have  induced  them 
to  return  with  me,  but  my  repeated  pro- 
mises that  they  would  be  kindly  received 
and  forgiven.  What  a  thing  is  love ! " 
he  cried,  flinging  open  the  window  to 
get  some  air.  "  Imagine  it  not  only 
powerful  enough  to  drive  a  delicate  girl, 
who  has  been  coddled  all  her  life,  out  of 
a  luxurious  country  home,  into  squalid 
London  lodgings,  but  to  make  her  per> 
fectly  satisfied  with  her  dirty  quarters  ! 
Do  you  see  anything  in  Mr.  Curhng  to 
fall  in  love  with?  I'll  be  hanged  if  I 
do." 

"  Oh,  woman's  caprice  is  an  old  song 
set  to  a  tune  to  which  men  have  been 
capering      for      many      thousand      years. 


MY  UNCLWS  SCHEME.  107 

Wasn't  Eve  glad  to  be  turned  out  of 
Paradise  ?  we  have  only  Milton's  word 
for  it,  that  she  cried.  Conny  finds  her 
Theodore  lovely — and  there's  an  end. 
Women,  like  birds,  mil  build  their  nests, 
in  the  queerest  places.  You  can't  reason 
with  them.  They  obey  an  instinct  that 
was  implanted,  in  order  that  the  ugliest 
man  might  not  be  mateless." 

"I  hope  my  wife  is  not  scolding.  She 
will  make  that  young  man  hate  her. 
And  then  good-bye  to  all  our  chances  of 
persuading  the  neighbours  that  we  don't 
consider  the  marriage  a  calamity.  What 
did  you  say  to  her  last  night  ? " 

I  told  him  as  well  as  I  could  re-^ 
member. 

"My  boy,"  said  he,  having  listened  to 
me  with  great  attention,  "  she  has  a 
high  opinion   of  you,   and  I  believe,   upon 
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a  matter  of  this  kind,  would  rather  be 
influenced  by  you  than  by  me.  Never 
lose  an  opportunity,  like  a  dear  fellow, 
to  impress  upon  her  that  Mr.  Curling 
is  not  the  shocking  bad  match  she 
chooses  to  think  him.  He  has  been 
with  me  four  years,  and  during  that 
time  has  behaved  himself  like  a 
gentleman.  It  is  all  very  fine  for  my 
wife  to  abuse  him  now  ;  but  up  to 
the  moment  when  she  suspected  that 
he  was  paying  Conny  attention,  she 
professed  to  like  him  very  much.  I 
might  hunt  a  long  time  before  I  should 
find  a  man  better  suited  for  my  work 
than  Curling.  And  strange  as  it  will 
strike  you  to  hear,  I  can  assure  you  that 
when  my  wife  has  been  trying  to 
frighten  me  about  him  and  Conny,  I 
have    thought    that    he    might   make    my 
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child  as  good  a  liusband  as  a  richer  man, 
and  as  my  partner  be  of  the  greatest 
use  to  me." 

I  nodded  my  head,  comprehending 
his  drift,  and  admiring  his  resolution  to 
view  the  affair  in  the  bris^htest  lisfht. 
This,  indeed,  was  a  quality  that  belonged 
in  an  especial  degree  to  my  father's  family 
— my  father  himself  owning  it  largely. 
I  don't  think  anything  could  have 
made  him  feel  degraded.  Had  a 
daughter  of  his  married  a  sweep,  he 
would  have  set  to  work  to  trace  the 
sweep's  lineage,  and  not  stopped  until 
he  had  come  to  an  aristocratic  tributary. 
His  philosophy  was  to  deal  with  the 
events  of  life,  as  they  befell  him, 
splendidly ;  to  make  misfortune  imperial 
with  the  crown  of  self-complacency  ; 
to    distil    a    kind    of    essence    of    dignity 
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out  of  humiliation,  and  clifFuse  the 
perfume  where  another  man  would 
have  hidden  the  sordid  rubbish  in  the 
dust-bin  of  his  bosom,  and  pretended 
that  there  was  nothing  of  the  kind  on 
the   premises. 

My  uncle,  who  did  not  possess 
my  father's  high  self- opinion,  allowed 
worthier  motives  to  direct  him  to  the 
same  conduct.  I  don't  mean  to  say 
that  the  hints  he  had  just  dropped 
of  his  views  regarding  Curling  were 
not  owing  largely  to  a  wish  to  make 
the  best  of  a  bad  bargain ;  but  the 
wish  to  see  the  young  people  com- 
fortable and  happy,  very  powerfully 
operated. 

"  I  won't  ask  anybody's  advice,"  said 
he,  ''  upon  my  treatment  of  ^Ir. 
"Curling  ;        but      think      awhile,      watch 
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patiently,  and  act  for  myself.  There  is 
notliing  like  acting  for  yourself." 

"  Nothing." 

"  Curling  shows  a  proper  spirit  in  deter- 
mining not  to  sleep  in  this  house  longer 
than  a  night.  He  and  Conny  consented 
to  return  with  me  on  that  understanding. 
To-morrow  morning  he  will  take  lodgings 
in  Updown,  and  there  they  will  live, 
until  I  furnish  them  a  house." 

"  When   are  they  to  be  re-married  ? " 

"  I'll  see  about  that  to-morrow.  The 
ceremony  must  be  perfectly  private.  I 
don't  believe  in  registrars  acting  as  clergy- 
men. I  would  as  soon  they  should 
administer  the  sacrament  to  me  as  marry 
me." 

Here  came  a  feeble  knock  on  the  door. 

"  Come  in,"  said  my  uncle,  and  Conny 
entered. 
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I  gave  Iter  a  cliair,  and  her  papa 
said, 

"  How  can  you  leave  your  husband  ?  " 

''He  is  arguing  with  mamma,  and  it 
makes  me  miserable  to  listen  to  the  hard 
things  she  says  to  him." 

"  These  arguments  must  be  stopped ! " 
cried  my  uncle,  leaving  his  chair.  "Can't 
your  mother  leave  him  alone  for  to-night  ? 
You'll  be  out  of  the  house  to-morrow. 
What  good  can  reproaches  do  ?  Can  they 
unmarry  you  ?  My  wife  must  be  made 
to  understand  this." 

And  he  left  the   room. 

Finding  myself  alone  with  Conny,  I 
kicked  my  feet  about  a  little,  and  said, 
"I  was  quite  in  earnest  when  I  hoped 
you  would  be  happy." 

"  I  am  sure  you  were.  But  I  shall  be 
happier  when  you  tell  me  I  am  forgiven,"" 
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she  answered,  turning  lier  face  away  from 
tlie  light. 

"  Oh,  you  are  forgiven.  Your  papa 
means  to ." 

"  I  mean  forgiven  by  you,"  she  inter- 
rupted. 

"There  is  nothing  to  forgive." 

"  Don't  say  that,  Charlie.  I  did  not 
act  honourably.  I  was  not  straightfor- 
ward. But  I  couldn't — I  dared  not  be. 
I  knew  if  mamma  should  learn  that  I 
flatly  refused  to  encourage  you,  she  would 
contrive  to  separate  me  for  ever  from 
Theodore." 

"  Yes,  yes.  I  quite  understand.  I 
heartily  forgive  you — I  bear  no  resent* 
ment.  I  ivcts  a  little  surprised — shocked, 
I  may  say;  but  the  wound  is  healed, 
Oonny.  I  am  as  sound  in  health  and  mind 
as  if  I  had  never  received  a  stab.  I  was 
VOL.  in.  I 
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quite  sure  that  it  was  all  up  between 
us  —  tliat  you  hadn't,  that  you  never 
would  have  a  spark  of  affection  for  me, 
when  you  allowed  the  letter  I  sent  you 
from  Thistlewood  to  remain  unanswered. 
What  might  have  been,  my  dear,  we 
needn't  talk  about — it  hasn't  taken  place. 
My  dream  is  dreamt  out.  I  have  a  prac- 
tical mind ;  and  being  now  wide  awake, 
dismiss  the  little  memory  with  a  smile, 
and  turn  mth  all  kindly  wishes  and 
greetings  to  the  reality." 

She  was  too  fond  of,  too  engrossed 
mth,  and  by,  her  husband,  to  be  piqued 
by  my  cool  remarks.  She  was  not  a  flirt — 
I  could  see  that.  She  had  acted  the 
coquette  to  suit  her  own  purpose  :  and 
that  being  served,  she  had  torn  up  the 
mask. 

''  I   hope  you   will  like   Theodore,"   she 
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said,  earnestly.  "I  know  you  despised 
him,  but  I  daresay  you  were  prejudiced, 
because  you  suspected  I  preferred  him 
to  you.  Did  you  notice  that  he  has 
taken  off  his  ring,  Charlie  ? " 

"  I  can't  say  I  did." 

"  He  has,  then ;  and  his  hand  is  won- 
derfully improved.  Oh,  he  is  so  affec- 
tionate !  some  of  these  days  mamma  will 
feel  heartily  ashamed  of  herself  for  treat- 
ing him  so  badly." 

"No  doubt — but  still  your  mother  has 
a  right  to  regard  your  elopement  as  a 
grievance." 

"  I  never  would  have  eloped  hadn't 
mamma  prevented  Theodore  from  seeing 
me,  and  set  her  face  so  passionately 
ao-ainst  our  marriao^e.  She  forgets  that 
I  have  known  Theodore  for  over  three 
years,  and  that  we  have  loved  each  other 
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for  two  years  out  of  that  time.  I  got 
weary,  Charlie,  of  having  to  meet  him 
stealthily,  and  of  carrying  a  heavy  secret 
about ;  and  I  was  driven  into  running 
away  when  I  saw  how  earnestly  mamma 
was  working  to  bring  about  my  mar- 
riage with  you." 

*'  One  question,  Conny  ;  do  you  remem- 
ber one  Sunday  night  leaving  me 
hurriedly  on  hearing  the  clock  strike 
seven  ? " 

"Yes.  I  went  to  meet  Theodore.  Oh, 
Charlie,  how  I  hated  you  for  stopping 
at   home   that   evening  !  " 

"  And  on  that  evening  I  asked  you  to 
marry  me ! "  I  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh 
like  a  groan.  "What  fools  men  some- 
times make  of  themselves !  But  never 
mind.  I've  pulled  the  knife  out  of  my 
side — the  wound,    I   say,    is  healed.     This 
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is  my  little  folly — but  the  farce  is  played 
out,  and  I  am  ol3liged  to  you  for  letting 
the  curtain  fall,  and  turning  us  all  out 
before  the  tragedy  began.  Let  us  join 
the  others.  If  your  husband  and  I  are 
to  love  each  other,  I  mustn't  begin  by 
making  him  jealous." 

"  One  word,  Charlie — what  do  you 
think   of  Theresa?" 

"  I  like  her  very  much,"  I  answered, 
looking  into  those  blue  eyes  of  hers,  in 
whose  depths  I  had  so  often  sank  out  of 
sight  of  common  sense. 

"Are  you  in  love  T\T.th  her?" 

"  I  am,"  I  exclaimed,  emphatically. 

Quite  a  bright  smile  shone  in  her  face. 

"  That  confession  makes  me  happy," 
said  she  ;  "  for  it  satisfies  me  that  I  have 
not  betrayed  so  very  devoted  a  heart, 
after  aU  ! " 
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She  opened  tlie  door  and  passed  out. 

Hush  !   hark  !   what  was  that  ? 

A  scream,  followed  by  a  gurgle !  Good 
heavens !  my  aunt  was  in  hysterics  again ! 
My  hat  was  within  reach  of  my  hand; 
two  strides  would  take  me  to  the  door. 

''  I  hate  scenes  ! "  I  whispered,  whilst 
Conny  listened  with  a  pale  and  frightened 
face.  "  I  have  no  right  to  intrude  on 
domestic  troubles.  Please  apologise  for 
my   sudden   departure.     Good   night." 

And  out  I  rushed. 


CHAPTEE  V. 


Fris^.      "  Eelations    aren't    always    welcome :     but 

a  pretty  cousin  can  never    come  too   soon,   nor   stay 

too  long/' 

The  Vagrant. 


On  reacliing  my  lodgings,  I  wrote  a 
letter  to  Theresa,  in  wliicli  I  gave  lier 
all  the  news  she  had  asked  me  for, 
and  in  which  also,  I  am  afraid,  I 
was  more  jocose  on  the  subject  of  my 
aunt's  hysterics  than  a  strict  S5nnpathy 
would  have  sanctioned.  However,  the 
letter  was  entirely  to  my  satisfaction, 
especially    those    portions    of  it   in   which 
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I  referred  witli  proper  obscurity  to  my 
feelings. 

I  tlien  walked  with  it  to  the  letter- 
box, returned,  smoked  a  pipe,  and  went 
to  bed,  where  I  meditated  without 
emotion  on  Conny,  and  finally  fell  asleep 
to  dream  of  Theresa. 

Next  morning,  whilst  I  was  at  break- 
fast, my  uncle  drove  up  to  the  gate. 

*'  Charlie,"  said  he,  on  entering  my 
sitting-room,  "my  wife  has  an  idea,  and 
1  want  to  talk  it  over  with  you.  But 
get  on  with  your  breakfast — don't  let 
me  disturb  you." 

"  What  is  the  idea,  uncle  ?  " 

"  Decent  lodgings  are  not  to  be  got 
in  Updown,"  he  answered,  looking  around 
the  room  inquisitively;  "my  wife  went 
everywhere  before  she  settled  upon  these 
for   you.      But  this   appears   a  thoroughly 
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comfortable  house,  with  a  very  present- 
able and  respectable  exterior.  Indeed 
it  is  a  bouse  fit  for  any  lady  or 
gentleman  to  live  in." 

"  That  it  is.  It's  detached,  you  see, 
with  nothing  sordid  on  either  side. 
The  garden  in  front  gives  us  a  landed 
appearance.  Nor  are  there  any  black- 
beetles,  rats,  or  fleas  on  the  premises." 

"  Yes,  there  is  a  very  great  deal  in 
its  favour.  However,  what  I  have 
called  to  ask  you,  is,  will  you  let 
Curling  and  Conny  have  these  rooms 
for  the  present  ?  " 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,"  I  an- 
swered, promptly. 

"  Thank  you,  my  boy,  and  you  will 
live  with  us  ?  " 

"  I  don't  think  I  have  any  right  to 
trouble  you,"   I  replied,   scarcely   relishing 
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the  boundless  prospect  of  arguments, 
reproaclies,  tears,  and  hysterics,  wMcli 
my  uncle's  suggestion  opened  up  to 
me. 

*'  Oh,  nonsense.  You  don't  think  I 
would  ask  you  to  give  up  your  rooms 
without  finding  you  other  accom- 
modation ?  Conny's  old  bedroom  shall 
be  prepared  for  you — it  is  the  second 
best  in  the  house.      Is  it  settled  ?  " 

It  was  settled  ^ith  him,  I  could  see  ; 
objections  would  only  make  me  appear 
ill-natured;  and  as  it  was  out  of  my  power 
to  state  any  reasons  for  declining  his 
hospitality,  I  consented  -^ith  a  mind 
agitated  by  misgivings. 

The  landlady  was  then  summoned,  and 
after  my  uncle  had  been  shown  over  the 
house,  the  proposed  change  was  told  her. 
My  vanity  was  not  a   little    flattered    by 
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tlie  good  lady's  evident  reluctance  to 
part  with  me.  My  distinctive  virtue  was 
no  doubt  negative — I  gave  lier  no  trouble. 
She  raised  lier  terms  when  she  beard  that 
a  lady  was  to  take  my  place,  but  this  my 
uncle  did  not  object  to.  So  she  was  de- 
sired to  get  her  rooms  ready  that  after- 
noon for  the  reception  of  her  new  lodgers, 
and  my  uncle  and  I  then  started  for  the 
bank. 

On  the  road  he  asked  me  what  had 
made  me  hurry  away,  the  night  be- 
fore. 

"My  aunt's  screams,"  I  answered.  "My 
nerves  disappear  when  a  woman  cries.  I 
hope  she  is  well  this  morning." 

"  Moody,  terribly  moody.  I  very  much 
fear  that  she  will  never  be  able  to  get 
over  her  prejudice  against  Curling." 

"  They'll  have  a  kind  of  home  of  their 
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own/'  said  I,   *'and  I  suppose  before  long 
you'll  furnish  a  liouse  for  them." 

*'0h,  that  I  must  do  as  soon  as  possible, 
if  only  for  the  sake  of  appearances.  It 
would  never  do  for  people  to  say  'Har- 
grave's  daughter  is  in  lodgings.  Depend 
upon  it,  Hargrave  is  not  the  substantial 
man  we  have  thought  him  or  he  would 
never  allow  his  child  to  live  so  meanly.' 
A  hint  of  this  kind  started  by  the  first 
malicious  person  it  occurred  to,  would 
run  through  the  town,  and  ultimately, 
perhaps,  injure  the  bank;  for  people 
naturally  would  object  to  trust  their 
money  to  a  man  who,  if  he  is  too  poor  to 
assist  his  daughter,  must  be  obviously 
living  beyond  his  means  by  residing  in 
such  a  house  as  mine." 

I  quite  appreciated  this  reasoning,  which 
nevertheless  had,  I  was  persuaded,  nothing 
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whatever  to  do  with,  his  real  motives. 
The  fact  was,  he  felt  he  had  no  business 
to  forgive  Connv  too  readily  and  make 
her  as  comfortable  as  if  she  had  married 
with  his  full  consent.  But  as,  in  spite 
■of  his  conscience,  he  had  forgiven  her, 
and  as  he  had  determined,  in  defiance  of 
his  sense  of  justice,  that  she  should  be 
comfortable,  there  was  nothins:  for  him 
to  do  but  to  mask  his  fine  instincts  T\ith 
worldly  considerations,  and  pretend  to 
find  the  inspiration  of  his  kindness 
in    the  fear  of  gossijD. 

On  reaching  the  bank,  he  was  detained 
for  some  time  in  consultation  with  a 
cHent.  When  released,  he  told  me  he 
was  now  going  to  call  on  the  rector 
to  see  about  getting  Conny  married 
properly;    and    away   he    trudged,    under 
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a    broiling    sun,    agitated,    and    energetic, 
and   looking   worried   to   death. 

Ail,  Eugenio,  tliese  are  some  of  tlie 
little  troubles  people  have  to  put  up 
witb  who  take  wives  and  raise  families. 
No  doubt,  if  we  bad  our  way,  we  should 
marry  our  daughters  to  dukes,  and  our 
sons  to  maids  of  honour.  But  our 
children,  most  of  u.s  find,  have  their 
own  original  theories  upon  the  subject  of 
matrimony;  and,  as  they  are  our  masters 
and  mistresses,  what  are  we  to  do  but 
to  submit  ?  follow  them  humbly,  hat  in 
hand  ?  blubber  our  congratulations  over 
the  marriages  contrived  by  themselves, 
and  illustrate,  by  our  meek  faces,  how 
sensible  we  are  that  we  were  put  upon 
this  earth  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
make  handsome  settlements,  welcome  the 
poor   and   needy   into    our    family   circles, 
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order  wedding-breakfasts  and  bridesmaids' 
lockets,  fiddlers  and  waiters,  cbampagne 
and  carriages,  tbat  tbe  events  we  depre- 
cate may  be  celebrated  with  all  proper 
magnificence  ?  and,  finally,  balf  beggar 
ourselves  to  furnish  those  houses  which 
we  are  never  afterwards  to  enter  without 
being  made  to  feel  that,  "  papa  and 
mamma    do   interfere    so  ? " 

My  poor  uncle  returned  to  the  bank 
a  little  before  four  o'clock,  covered  with 
dust  and  perspiration. 

"  Never,"  he  gasped,  sinking  into  a 
chair,  '^  never  whilst  I  five  may  I  be 
called  upon  to  do  such  a  day's  work 
again." 

I  listened  to  the  catalogue  of  his 
performances  with  mingled  emotions  of 
astonishment  and  sympathy. 

He  had  seen   the   rector,    and   arranged 
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for    a    private    service   to    take    place    on 
Monday. 

He  liaci  tlien  gone  to  Grove  End, 
where  lie  had  found  his  wife,  and 
Connj,  and  Curling,  arguing  furiously, 
the  ladies  in  tears,  had  seized  upon  his 
son-in-law,  borne  him  off  to  my  old 
lodgings,  and  desired  him  to  stop  there 
to  superintend  the  getting  ready  of  the 
apartments. 

He  had  again  driven  to  Grove  End, 
ordered  Conny  to  get  together  the  things 
she  wanted,  presided  over  the  packing, 
meanwhile  keeping  his  wife  at  bay  by 
every  species  of  entreaty,  supplication, 
dehortation,  and  even  menace,  until 
Conny  was  ready,  when  the  trunks 
were  hoisted  into  the  phaeton,  and  off 
they  started  for  Updo^Ti. 

Nor  did  my  uncle's  labours  cease  with 
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tliis  ;  for  judging  tliat  amid  tlie  excite- 
ment, lie  at,  and  confusion  of  tlie  hour, 
Curling  would  entirely  lose  sight  of  his 
own  and  his  ^^ife's  domestic  needs,  he  had 
performed  a  tour  of  the  shops,  whence  he 
had  sent  to  them  wine,  poultr}',  groceries 
— in  short,  everything  he  in  his  dizziness 
could  think  of,  finally  arriving  at  the 
bank  in  the  condition  I  have  just  de- 
scribed ;  though  not  to  find  rest  yet.  For, 
scarcely  was  his  panting  narrative  con- 
cluded, when  in  came  a  client  —  one  of 
those  thick-headed,  dull-minded  farmers, 
who  spell  their  names  thus  :  + ,  and 
grin  as  they  pronounce  themselves  no 
scholards ;  who,  taking  a  seat,  T\ith  his 
hat  between  his  leo-s,  beg^an  in  a  tono-ue 
turbid  with  Z's,  to  demonstrate  some 
mental  difficulty  he  was  labouring  under 
T\ith    regard    to    a     bill    which,    his    son 

YOL.  ni.  K 
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taving  died  since  it  came  into  his 
possession,  lie  had  nobody  now  to  read 
to  him ;  and  his  memory  being  weak, 
could  not  recollect  the  date,  the  sum,  or 
the  conditions. 

"  By  the  way,"  I  exclaimed  to  my 
uncle  just  before  leaving  the  bank, 
"  what  has  become  of  my  clothes  ? " 

"  All  your  things  are  packed  up, 
and  gone  to  Grove  End." 

"  Who  packed  them  ?  " 

''  The  landlady." 

"  All  my  papers  ?  " 

*^  Everything  belonging  to  you." 

*'  I'll  just  go  and  have  a  look  round," 
said  I. 

You  will  understand  my  uneasiness, 
when  I  tell  you  that,  besides  several 
letters  I  had  written  to  Theresa,  none  of 
which    had    satisfied    me,    though    I    had 
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not  destroyed  tliem,  there  were  various 
hints  for,  and  beginnings  of,  poems  in 
the  drawer  of  my  dressing-table,  which 
I  would  not  have  had  Conny  read  for  a 
very  great  deal.  Suppose  these  poetical 
frao^ments  were  satires  referrins:  to  the 
false  and  fickle  Being^  whose  initials  were 
"  C.  H.  :  "  now  changed  to  "C.  C.  V 
Suppose  they  were  nothing  of  the  kind  ? 
The  most  candid  biographer  is  permitted 
to  keep  something  back  from  the  eye  of 
a  discerning  public  :  and  the  contents 
of  that  dressing-table  drawer  are  my 
secret. 

''  Make  haste,"  said  my  uncle :  *'  I'll 
wait  for  you." 

Ojff  I  started,  not  at  all  liking  to 
intrude  upon  the  young  people,  but 
resolute  to  save  my  papers.  To  my 
great   relief,    I   found   they  had   gone   out 
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for  a  walk,  leaving  directions  with  the 
landlady  to  have  a  chicken  cooked  by 
six  o'clock.  Likewise  a  pair  of  soles, 
and  a  cherry-pie. 

I  rushed  up-stairs,  and  found — what  I 
had  expected  :  all  my  papers !  What  a 
narrow  escape !  Let  me  sit  do^^m,  and 
take  breath.  But  perhaps  Conny  had 
already  peeped  at  them  ?  Avaunt,  odious 
thought  I  With  eager  hands  I  rolled 
them  into  a  bundle,  stared  about  me  to 
see  that  no  further  memorial  of  mine 
encumbered  the  room,  and  then  returned 
to  the  bank. 

You  may  guess  my  amazement,  when, 
on  entering  my  uncle's  house  at  Grove 
End,  I  beheld  in  the  hall  an  intimately 
familiar  white  hat,  standing  upon  the 
table,  and  by  its  side,  a  lady's  parasol, 
and  a  travellino'-bao^. 
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''  Good  gracious  ! "  I  exclaimed,  grasp- 
ing my  uncle's  arm  :  "  do  you  know 
whose  hat  that  is?" 

"Dick's!"  cried  my  uncle,  and  j)nshed 
open  the  drawing-room  door. 

\Yhat  made  my  heart  to  beat  when  I 
saw  thee,  Theresa? 

She  and  her  papa  left  my  aunt,  and 
met  us  half-way. 

"How  are  you,  Dick?"  "How  are 
you,  Tom?"  "This  is  kind  of  you, 
Theresa!"  "Delighted  to  see  you, 
Charlie!"  "What  a  blow!  when  did 
you  come?"  "How  unexpected!  where 
is  Conny?" 

These  greetings  having  been  got 
through,  we  all  sat  down,  I  close  along- 
side of  Theresa. 

"This  is  a  real  pleasure,"  said  I.  "Did 
you  get  my  letter  ? " 
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"Yes,   and  answered  it." 

"  I  mean  the  one  I  posted  last  night." 

"No.  We  left  before  the  mid-day 
post  arrived.  Papa  thought  we  couldn't 
do  less  than  run  over  to  Grove  End  and 
see  how  you  w^ere  all  enduring  your 
trouble." 

"Do  I  look  crushed?" 

She  smiled. 

"Am  I  thinner,  do  you  think?  do 
I  appear  wasted  ?  are  my  cheeks  hollow, 
and  is  there  anything  approaching  a 
broken-hearted  expression  in  my  eyes?" 

"You  look  very  well.  I  wish  I  could 
say  as  much  for  poor  aunt.  Troubles  of 
this  kind  seem  to  agree  with  you." 

And  how  well  and  how  handsome  she 
was  looking  !  how  her  fine  eyes  glittered ! 
"Well,"  said  I,  "though  this  trouble 
hasn't      disagreed    with    me,    I    feel    very 
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much  for   the   father    and    mother.      How 
long  are  you  going  to  stop  here  ? " 

"We  retm^n  to-morrow." 

"I  shall  be  very  much  disgusted  if 
you  do,"  I  exclaimed. 

"  Why,  what  does  Theresa  mean  by 
sitting  in  her  hat  ? "  cried  uncle  Tom. 

"  We  have  only  been  here  ten  minutes," 
answered  his  brother. 

"My  dear,  take  off  your  hat,"  said 
my  aunt,  leaving  the  sofa,  with  her  eyes 
inflamed  by  tears.  "Come  up-stairs 
with  me." 

"  But  we  didn't  mean  to  stay,"  an- 
swered Theresa. 

"But  you  will,  and  you'll  sleep  here, 
too,"  exclaimed  uncle  Tom. 

This  observation  provoked  an  argu- 
ment which  ended  in  Theresa's  defeat 
and  departure  with  her  aunt  up-stairs. 
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"  I  was  never  more  amazed  tlian  when 
I  read  Charlie's  letter,"  said  uncle  Dick. 
"The  wife  bears  it  badly." 

*'Very  badly,"  groaned  uncle  Tom. 
"  In  fact  she  is  the  great  difficulty  now. 
Grieved  and  upset  as  I  first  was,  I  could 
very  soon  get  used  to  the  thing,  if  my 
viife  would  only  stop  crying  and  storm- 
in  o\  Of  course,  Curlino:  is  a  ^Tetched 
match  for  my  child,  and  the  elopement 
makes  the  whole  affair  confoundedly 
humiliatino;.  But  it  has  its  brio-ht  side. 
Curling  is  a  first-rate  clerk,  and,  as  my 
son-in-law,  can  render  himself  invaluable 
to  me  as  a  right-hand  man.  Conny  is 
devoted  to  him,  and  I  have  no  doubt 
he'll  prove  a  good  husband.  If  my 
vrjfe  would  only  view  the  matter  a 
little  cheerfully,  it  would  lose  half  its- 
gloom.'* 
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"  It  is  a  confounded  upset,"  said  Dick  : 
"  but  you  are  perfectly  right  to  look  at 
it  cheerfully.  My  philosophy,  when  a 
bad  thing  happens,  is,  to  think  that  it 
might  have  been  worse,  like  the  Dutch- 
man in  the  '  Spectator,'  who,  on  breaks 
ing  his  leg,  thanked  God  it  wasn't  his 
neck.  What  have  you  done  with  the. 
young  people  ? " 

This  question  brought  about  a  long 
and  minute  narrative,  which  was  barely 
finished  when  my  aunt  and  cousin  re-^ 
turned. 

You  may  conceive  that  nothing  but 
Conny  and  her  elopement  was  talked 
about  till  dinner  was  announced.  My 
aunt  was  still  most  violent  and  irascible 
in  her  views  and  opinions,  nor  was  her 
temper  improved  by  her  giving  occasion 
more   than    once   to   her   husband  to   call 
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her  to  order.  Uncle  Dick  hardly  remem- 
bered Curling :  and  Theresa  had  never 
seen  him ;  and  from  the  description  my 
aunt  gave  of  the  young  man,  I  believe 
they  were  both  prepared  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  most  ugly,  insignificant, 
vulgar  specimen  of  human  nature  that 
ever  afflicted  the  eyesight. 

Fortunately,  during  dinner,  the  pre- 
sence of  the  servants  prevented  us  from 
discussing  the  elopement  :  and,  to  my 
great  satisfaction,  we  were  allowed  to 
converse  on  topics  that  bore  no  reference 
whatever  to  Curling  or  to  Conny. 

I  sat  next  to  Theresa,  and  never  felt 
happier.  Over  and  over  again  I  caught 
my  aunt  watching  me,  with  a  most 
melancholy  expression  in  her  eyes,  as  if 
she  witnessed  in  my  undissembled  enjoy- 
ment  of  Theresa's   society,   the  dissolution 
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of  tlie  last  fragment  that  remained  of  her 
pretty  hopes. 

''Tom,"  said  uncle  Dick,  when  the 
dessert  was  upon  the  table,  and  the  ser- 
vants had  left  the  room,  "  I  should  like 
to  see  Conny.  She  would  take  it  ill 
were   I   to   go   away   without  wishing  her 

joy." 

''We'll  walk  to  Updown  after  dinner," 
replied  uncle  Tom.  ''A  kindly  word  is  a 
^reat  help  to  a  young  heart,  isn't  it, 
Dick  ?  and  God  forbid  that  I  should  pre- 
vent my  girl  winning  what  love  she  can 
at  a  time  when  the  want  of  love  would 
be  bitter  to  her." 

"  I  should  like  to  go  too,  papa," 
said  Theresa. 

''  And  so  should  I,"  observed  the  Hero 
of  this  story. 

"  I    think     too    many     of    us     would 
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embarrass  them,"  answered  Tom.  "  You 
will  see  lier  to-morrow,  my  dear." 

"  But  we  leave  to-morrow." 

"  Your  father  may  if  he  likes  ;  but 
you  shan't,"  exclaimed  Tom  warmly. 
"  We  want  a  cheerful  face  among  us,. 
Teazer ;  and  it  ^tII  be  a  god-send  to 
our  spirits  if  you  will  stop." 

*'  She  shall  stop,"  said  her  father. 

"  Oh,  yes,  certainly,  she  must  stop," 
observed  my  aunt. 

"  I  have  no  right  to  invite  anybody," 
said  I  :  "  but  if  my  uncle  washes,  I 
shall  be  happy  to  prevent  Theresa  from 
leaving  by  mounting  guard  at  the  gate." 

"  With  a  pistol  ? "  said  uncle  Dick. 

I  burst  into  a  laugh. 

"  I  have  brought  no  dresses  with 
me,"  said  Theresa,  blushing  and  glancing 
at  me  with  a  sly  look  of  mirth. 
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"  Give  me  a  list  and  I'll  send  you 
•all  you  want,"  exclaimed  her  papa. 

"  But  wlio  will   look   after  you,  dear  ?  " 

"  Myself,  to  be  sure." 

"  Tut  !  tut  !  let  us  have  no  more 
discussion.  Of  course  Theresa  stops  with 
us,"  cried  uncle  Tom.  "  There  is  Conny's 
bedroom — oh,  I  forgot  !     Charlie  has  that." 

"  No  he  hasn't,"  said  I.  ''  Any  room 
but  that  will  suit  him." 

The  two  brothers  exchauQ-ed  meanino; 
glances.  I  knew  very  well  what  was  in 
their  minds,  but  not  the  shadow,  not 
the  ghost  of  a  protest  arose  from  my 
soul.  As  Theresa  wasn't  going  to  see 
Conny,  I  did  not  press  my  society  upon 
my  uncles;  so  it  ended  in  their  leaving 
the  house  after  dinner,  whilst  my  aunt, 
Theresa,  and  your  servant  remained  at 
home  to  look  after  one  another. 
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My  aunt  could  talk  of  nothing  but 
the  dreadful  blow  Conny  had  dealt  her 
pride,  and  the  wretched  person  she  had 
introduced  into  the  family.  I  am  very 
patient,  and  have  never  in  my  life  been 
considered  unsympathetic  :  but  upon  my 
word,  I  began  to  grow  very  sick  of 
hearing  my  aunt  twanging,  eternally 
twanging,  that  one  groaning  string. 
Having  fruitlessly  endeavoured  to  get  her 
to  talk  of  something  else,  I  began  to 
cast  about  for  some  stratagem  to  induce 
her  to  leave  my  cousin  and  me  alone. 
However,  to  my  great  delight,  she  burst 
into  tears  in  the  middle  of  a  violent 
attack  on  Cmding,  and,  probably  feeling 
hysterical,  and  not  choosing  to  show  her 
ankles  to  Theresa,  she  hastened  out  of 
the   room. 

"  This  is  very  sad,''  said  Theresa. 
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*'  To  everybody/'  I  answered ;  "  to 
those  wlio  have  to  feel  and  to  those 
who   have   to   hear.'' 

"I  can't  conceive  how  my  aunt  could 
have  been  so  completely  tricked.  Surely 
she  must  have  known  that  Conny  was 
attached  to  Mr.   Curling." 

''We  have  all  been  made  fools  of,"  I 
answered. 

''  I  consider  that  you  have  been  the 
worst  treated/'  she  said,  with  a  little 
laugh. 

"  Why  do  you  think  so  ? " 

*'  Because  I  can't  imagine  anything  more 
mortifying  than  to  be  jilted." 

''My  dear  Theresa,  you  are  labouring 
under  an  afficting  delusion.  I  have  not 
been  jilted.  I  don't  say  I  have  been 
well  treated ;  for  Conny  ought  never  to 
have  permitted  me   to   express   my   admi- 
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ration  for  her  face — an  admiration,"  I 
•added,  empliatically,  gazing  at  her, 
steadily,  "  which  I  still  preserve,  abso- 
lutely indifferent  as  she  is  to  me — she 
ought  never  to  have  encom^aged  me,  I 
say,  when  she  was  all  the  time  engaged 
to  her  clerk.  But  I  have  observed, 
several  times,  and  will  repeat  the  obser- 
vation once  more,  that  I  forgive  her.  I 
forgive  her  entirely — without  reservation 
— sans  arriere  pensee — which,  I  take  it 
upon  myself  to  say,  would  be  impossible 
had  I  ever  loved  her.  You  would  be 
amazed  were  you  to  know  with  what 
cold-blooded  unconcern  I  received  the 
news  of  her  elopement.  My  sympathy 
was  for  her  parents ;  not  a  pang  of 
any  kind  or  description  visited  me  for 
myself." 

"  I  daresay  she    knew    how    completely 
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you  mistook  your  feelings.  .  .  .  Shall 
we  go  into  the  grounds.  This  room  is 
very  close." 

*'  With  pleasure,"  said  I,  and  forth 
we  strolled. 

A  warm  August  evening  it  was,  but 
not  untempered  with  cool  draughts  of 
air,  which  stirred  the  flowers  from  time 
to  time  and  set  the  stray  hairs  about 
Theresa's  forehead  dancing. 

I  admired  her  more  than  ever  I  had 
admired  Conny.  My  admiration  for  our 
golden  cousin  had  been  immediate,  but 
it  had  attained  its  full  gro-wth  at  once 
and  never  afterwards  increased.  It  was 
otherwise  with  Theresa.  I  had  begun  by 
detesting  her.  Afterwards,  when  I  found 
her  womanly,  the  pleasure  I  had  taken 
in  watching  her  gained  a  new  force  day 
by   day ;   and  now,   on   this  calm  evening, 
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I  found  myself  regarding  lier  in  a  manner 
which,  but  that  it  ^Yas  qualified  by  the 
profound  compliment  that  glistened  in 
my  eyes,  she  might  have  thought  highly 
impertinent. 

What  we  talked  about  as  we  strolled 
to  and  fro,  I  almost  forget.  I  have  a 
faint  recollection  of  some  unwilling 
laughter  being  wrung  from  her  by  my 
reference  to  the  reception  she  had  vouch- 
safed me  at  Thistlewood,  and  by  a 
somewhat  comical  description  of  the 
state  of  my  mind  on  that  day  and  on 
the  nioiit  that  followed.  I  can  also 
recall  that  she  made  various  efibrts  to 
prove  me  fickle  because  of  the  change 
that  had  come  over  me  respecting  Conny, 
charges  which  I  believe  I  rebutted  with 
€onsiderable  ingenuity,  considering  that 
I  was    obliged  to    be    sophistical    to  clear 
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myself,  and  tliat  she  was  extremely  shrewd 
and  looical  in  her  reasonino:.  Further 
I  can  recollect  that  I  was  impressed  with 
the  idea  that  she  found  much  pleasure  in 
my  society.  I  said  to  her  "It  is  an 
understood  thing  that  you  are  to  remain 
for  some  time  at  Grove  End." 

"I  did  not  come  here  with  that  in- 
tention," she  answered,  "but  if  my 
company  is  likely  to  be  of  use  to  my 
aunt,   it  is   my  duty  to    stop." 

"  Yes,  for  me  as  well  as  for  my  aunt. 
My  spirits  want  cheering  up.  You  don't 
consider  them." 

"Nonsense!   you  are  happy  enough." 

"  At  this  moment ;  but  leave  us,  and 
then  see  where  my  spirits  vill  be." 

Here  universal  darkness  covers  all,  and 
nothing  survives  of  the  rest  of  that  walk 
and   talk    but    the    memory   of    the    little 
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blush,  the  smile,  the  wise  shake  of  the 
head,  and  the  expressive  silence  that 
followed   my   observation. 

We  had  been  chatting  with  my  aunt 
(whom  we  found  in  the  drawing-room) 
for  some  twenty  minutes,  when  my 
uncles   entered. 

Dick  went  up  to  his  sister-in-law  and 
exclaimed : 

"  You're  all  anxiety  to  hear  how  Conny 
is,  aren't  you  ?  My  dear,  she  is  very 
well,  very  happy,  and  sent  you  her  love. 
Are  you  aware  that  you  are  committing 
a  dreadful  mistake  in  abusing  her  hus- 
band? I  can  assure  you  I  never  wish 
to  meet  with  a  smarter-minded  man. 
Why,  I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  be 
introduced  to  some  coarse,  country  bump- 
kin ;  instead  of  which,  Teazer,"  addressing 
his    daughter,    "  I  was  received  by  a  gen- 
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tlemanly  youth  with  fine  intelligent  eyes, 
and  very  modest  manners,  who  detained 
me  for  ten  minutes  with  as  shrewd  a 
piece  of  reasoning  on  our  commercial 
relations  with  Austria  as  ever  I  could 
wish  to  read  in  a  newspaper." 

*'  It  is  true,"  said  uncle  Tom,  looking 
round  him,  with  a  broad  smile,  and 
addressing  everybody.  "  Dick  has  taken 
a  great  fancy  to  the  young  fellow — and 
^ive  me  Dick's  opinion  before  anybody's." 

"I  don't  care  a  fig  about  his  ideas  of 
Austria,"  cried  my  aunt,  hotly.  *'  I  only 
feel  that  to  my  dying  day  I  shall  deplore 
the  marriage  as  a  heavy  disgrace." 

"  Upon  my  word  you  are  wilful  ! " 
retorted  Dick,  with  equal  warmth.  "Dis- 
grace !  I'll  teU  you  what — had  Theresa 
fallen  in  love  with  Curling,  she  should 
have  married  him.'^ 
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Theresa  smiled. 

"  And  how  are  you  going  to  get  over 
the  elopement  ? "  called  out  my  aunt. 

"By  forgetting  it!"  replied  the  other. 
*'  Who  cares  about  an  elopement  ? "  he 
added,  contemptuously.  "  In  my  young 
days  we  were  all  of  us  running  away 
with  one  another.  Love  was  then  a 
passion  worth  feeling — a  smart,  adven- 
turous, dashing  emotion,  fed  with 
stronger  waters  than  the  tea  and  negus, 
you  now  give  it ;  a  heroical  combination 
of  enraged  fathers  and  moonlit  nights,, 
postchaises  and  turnpikes,  cloaks  and 
swoons,  brandy  and  bliss.  I  don't  mean- 
to  say  that  Curling  had  any  right  to 
walk  off  with  your  daughter  in  that 
manner ;  but  since  he  did,  give  him  the 
credit  of  having  spirit.  My  dear  woman, 
I  really  expected  to   meet    some  ^T?etched,, 
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shrivelled  mannikin,  a  poor  fool  with 
about  fourpennyworth  of  soul  in  his 
composition,  on  no  account  to  be 
introduced  to  your  friends,  and  whom 
you  were  to  hope  would,  at  your 
evening  parties,  be  mistaken  for  a  waiter. 
Instead,  my  admiration  is  challenged  by 
a  gentleman,  and  my  anticipative  con- 
tempt converted  into  honest  gratula- 
tions." 

"  Dick  is  no  humbug,"  said  his 
brother,  lookino;  into  his  wife's  doo:o;ed 
face,  "  and  if  he  saw  anything  in 
Curling  to  despise  he'd  say  so." 

''  Eight  out,"  responded  Dick. 

''  Curling  possesses  a  thorough  know- 
ledge of  business,"  I  observed,  thinking 
it  incumbent  upon  me  to  say  something 
in  the  youth's  praise. 

"  How    Thomas    can    so   easily    forgive 
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that  double-dealing  cashier  of  liis,  is 
horribly  puzzling  !"  cried  his  wife;  ''for 
my  part " 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  " 
interrupted  Thomas.  "  Suppose  the  bar- 
gain a  bad  one  :  is  that  a  reason  for 
making  the  worst  of  it  ?  I  do7i't  forgive 
him  for  running  away  with  Conny  :  I 
consider  that  in  doing  so  he  was  guilty 
of  gross  impertinence.  But  can  I 
unmarry  them  ?  Teach  me  how,  and  I'll 
make  them  single  to-morrow.  But  since 
you  can't,  and  I  can't ;  since  they  are 
as  utterly  man  and  wife  as  you  and  I, 
what's  the  use  of  stormino^  and  raoinsr  ?  " 

*'  No  use,"  exclaimed  uncle  Dick,  with 
deep  emphasis. 

"  My  argument,"  continued  Tom,  ''  is, 
let  us  strive  to  make  them  comfortable — 
let    us    endeavour    to    find    something    in 
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this  unfortunate  affair  to  qualify  our 
disappointment  and  to  teach  us  to  believe 
that,  as  it  has  happened,  it  has  happened 
for  the  best." 

"  Sound  philosophy ! "  cried  Dick  as 
triumphantly  as  if  the  speech  had  been 
his ;  "  and  worth  more  than  the  loudest 
shrieks  with  which  human  lungs  could 
pierce  the  ear." 

"  Ay,  you  can  talk,"  exclaimed  my  aunt, 
■"'  but  there  sits  your  daughter — safe  !  " 

"  Not  so  safe  as  you  think,"  he  an- 
swered turning  shortly  round  and  con- 
fronting his  daughter  and  me,  who  sat 
unnecessarily  close  together. 

Theresa  didn't  change  colour,  but  I 
flushed  beautifully,  I  can  promise  you. 

"Curlino:  beo:ins  afresh  at  the  bank 
to-morrow,"  said  uncle  Tom  to  me. 

''I   am   glad   to    hear   it,"   I    answered. 
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grateful  to  him  for  diverting    the    general 
attention. 

"And  they  dine  ^Yith  us  to-morrow,"" 
he  added,  addressing  his  wife. 

''Very  proper,"  broke  in  his  brother; 
''  and  were  it  not  for  my  rooted  dislike 
to  leave  my  house  at  the  mercy  of  my 
servants,  nothing  would  give  me  greater 
pleasure  than  to  drink  to  their  future 
happiness  in  a  bumper  of  the  best  cham- 
pagne you've  got  in  your  cellar.  How- 
ever, I'll  tell  you  what  I  mean  to  do, 
Tom,  and  I  say  it  in  the  presence  of 
witnesses,  since  it  is  a  verbal  agreement  ;. 
when  they  have  chosen  a  house  I'll 
furnish  it  for  them." 

*'No,  no,"  cried  Tom. 

"Yes,  papa,  you   shall,"  said  Theresa. 

My  aunt  hung  her  head. 

"May    I    never    set   foot   in   this    room 
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again  Tom,  if  I  don't,"  exclaimed  uncle 
Dick  ^Yii\i  great  energy.  *'  Aren't  I 
Conny's  uncle  ?  and  wHat's  tlie  use  of 
uncles  if  they  don't  make  presents  ?  I 
like  tliat  young  Curling,  and  mean  to 
stick  to  liim.  Let  kim  go  and  order 
wkat  furniture  ke  wants  and  send  tke 
bill  in  to  me.  Pook  1  pook !  don't  in- 
terrupt, Tom.  Curling  kas  notking  against 
kim  tkat  I  can  see,  but  kis  poverty  ;  and 
if  I  ckoose  to  kelp  kim  to  furnisk  a  kouse 
for  kis  wife,  you'll  not  kave  so  muck 
reason  to  deplore  tke  marriage  in  a 
pecuniary  sense." 

"But  it  is  my  place  to  furnisk  tkeir 
kouse,"  said  Tom. 

His  brotker  said  it  wasn't,  and  Tkeresa 
said  it  wasn't. 

My  aunt  proved  tkat  it  was  nobody's, 
place  but  Curling's. 


156  2IY  UNCLE'S  SCHEME. 

"  And  Curling  shall  do  it — througli 
me,"  said  Dick. 

A  hot  argument  followed,  which  ended 
in  my  aunt  bursting  into  tears,  and  in  my 
uncle  Tom  ^Tinging  his  brother's  hand. 

All  this  was  sufficiently  pleasant,  and 
even  my  aunt  grew  more  cheerful  as 
the  evening  wore  away.  I  heartily 
applauded  uncle  Dick's  untiring  efforts 
to  render  the  poor  mother  satisfied  with 
her  child's  choice.  Suppose  he  was  not 
so  much  in  earnest  as  he  seemed  ?  so 
much  the  more  praise  is  due  to  him. 
It  is  very  easy  to  sneer,  very  easy  to 
render  people  dissatisfied  and  wretched. 
(You  can  tell  that  by  the  number  of 
stupid  persons  whom  that  sort  of  work 
gives  employment  to.)  And  detestable 
as  Eochefoucauld's  philosophy  always  is, 
there     is     but    too     much    truth     in     his 
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assertion,  that  there  is  something  in  the 
misfortunes  of  our  friends  that  seldom 
fails  to  please  us.  I  honoured  uncle 
Dick  for  the  cheerful  lio^ht  his  laro^e 
kind  heart  streamed  upon  this  family 
trouble.  He  talked  so  well,  reasoned  so 
clearly  and  honestly,  that  it  was  difficult 
to  hear  him  and  not  consider  that 
Conny  had  shoT\TL  profound  sagacity  in 
selecting  Curling  for  a  husband  ;  and 
that  this  alliance,  so  far  from  being  a 
disgrace,  was  an  affair  which  all  Conny 's 
relations  had  every  right  to  regard  with 
emotions  of  ungovernable  pride. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

"  "Wounds,  Dolly  !  this  marrying  be  dear  work  !  " 

Doves  in  a  Cage. 

Curling  was  at  his  post  next  morning 
when  I  reached  the  bank.  Marriage 
seemed  to  aoTee  with,  him,  for  he  looked 
uncommonly  well.  He  greeted  me 
nervously,  but  his  embarrassment  speedily 
fell  before  my  cordial  manner.  Was  I 
going  to  be  haughty  and  distant  ?  No, 
indeed  !  Infinitely  more  should  I  have 
preferred  a  good  kicking  to  his  suspicion 
that  I  was  mortified  by  his  triumph,  and 
hated   him   because   he   had   won    Conny's 
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love.  Good  heavens  !  Wasn't  lie  welcome 
to  it  ?  He  began  to  mumble  sometMng 
in  my  ear  about  a  regret  that  his  and 
Conny's  stratagem  should  have  involved 
my  feelings — but  I  cut  him  very  short. 
No  doubt  Conny  had  instructed  him  in 
this  apology,  and  I  silenced  him  bluntly, 
expressly  that  she  might  learn  how 
distasteful  to  me  was  all  reference  to 
distressing  folly. 

He  smiled  feebly  and  said, 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  wouldn't  have 
alluded  to  the  subject  had  I  not  thought 
an  explanation  was  due." 

"I  understand,"  I  answered,  ''and  now 
about  Mr.  Acorn's  promissory  note?"  And 
so  the  matter  ended. 

My  uncle's  greeting  to  him  was  very 
gentle.  He  asked  tenderly  after  Conny, 
and  whether  she  was  going  to  Grove  End 
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during  the  morning.  Curling  replied 
that  as  they  were  to  dine  there,  he  did 
not  believe  she  would  start  before  him. 
They  then  retired  into  the  back  oflB.ce  and 
left  me  to  think  of  Theresa. 

Now  that  she  was  at  Grove  End,  it 
was  delightful  to  feel  that  my  residence, 
too,  was  there.  I  was  very  much  in  love 
with  her,  and  what  was  strange,  I  could 
hug  this  passion  without  in  any  sense 
feehng  that  I  was  exhibiting  surprising 
weakness  in  so  speedily  yielding  to  a  new 
fascination  whilst  the  corpse  of  the  old 
one  was  still  warm. 

Not  being  a  Scotchman,  I  am  in- 
capable of  going  into  the  metaphysics  of 
this  thing.  However,  I  may  point  out 
that  there  was  some  difference  between 
the  love  I  had  felt  for  Conny  and  the 
love    that    I    now    felt    for    Theresa.     To 
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begin  witli,  I  deny  that  I  ever  did  love 
Conny.  Oil  yes,  you  may  turn  back  to 
other  chapters  and  point  me  out  several 
most  condemnatory  phrases ;  but  don't 
judge  people  by  phrases.  There  is  only 
one  alphabet,  but  there  are  a  hundred 
passions ;  and  admiration  ^ill  express 
itself  in  the  language  of  love,  precisely  as 
if  it  were  the  most  perfect  and  enduring 
devotion. 

I  had  loved  Conny  for  her  face  and 
figure.  Voild  tout.  She  had  not  one 
intellectual  charm,  that  I  can  remember, 
to  fascinate  me.  Heading  her  character 
in  the  light  thrown  upon  it  by  her  elope- 
ment, I  found,  let  me  tell  you,  a  very 
great  deal  that  was  decidedly  objection- 
able. This  was  enough  to  confirm  my 
indifference. 

Now     it      was      quite     otherwise     with 

VOL.  III.  M 
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Theresa.  I  won't  pretend  that  I  didn't 
immensely  admire  her  handsome  face, 
and  fine  eyes,  and  noble  figure,  and  that 
they  were  not  the  first  cause  of  my 
loving  her.  But  during  my  stay  at 
Thistlewood,  I  had  discovered  many 
qualities  in  her  which,  had  I  not  been 
influenced  in  a  great  measure  by  Conny, 
would  have  settled  the  question  there 
and  then,  and  dismissed  me  to  Updown 
as  much  in  love  as  ever  man  was.  It 
was  enough  that  Conny  should  turn  out 
a  regular  little  trickster,  who  had  trifled 
with  my  feelings  merely  to  fool  me  at 
last,  to  send  my  thoughts  trooping  to 
Theresa.  Here  was  a  foil  upon  which 
her  fine  qualities  of  head  and  heart 
could  not  fail  to  glisten  brightly.  Long- 
before  had  the  memory  of  her  eccentric 
reception     of     me     been     transmuted    by 
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tlie  alchemy  of  admiration  into  a 
pungent  and  a  piquant  reminiscence  ; 
so  that  could  not  deform  my  opinion  of 
lier.  Here,  then,  my  love  ^as  based 
upon  altogether  different  ground  from 
that  on  Tvhich  I  had  built  mv  first 
and  unsubstantial  passion.  There  vreve 
physical  graces  to  charm  me  :  there 
^vere  mental  characteristics  to  fascinate 
me.  A  love  was  now  inspired  that 
was  every  day  to  gain  greater  strength  ; 
and  thus  I  could  start  on  my  new 
amatory  career  with  a  comdction  that, 
whether  I  should  win  Theresa's  love  or 
not,  my  devotion  would  never  be  met 
with  a  heartless  betrayal. 

I  never  left  the  bank  to  return  to 
Grove  End  with  more  pleasure  than  I 
did  on  that  day.  Uncle  Dick  had 
returned    to   Thistlewood    by   the    midday 
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train,  and  I  found  Theresa  tlioronglily 
domiciled,  sitting  at  the  open  drawing- 
room  T\'indo-w  with  some  work  in  her 
hand.  A  bright  look  lighted  up  her 
face  when  she  saw  me. 

"  When  will  Conny  he  here  ?  "  she 
asked. 

"  Very  shortly,  I  expect.  How  have 
you  been  amusing  yourself  ? " 

'*  Aunt  and  I  went  for  a  drive  this 
afternoon,"  she  answered,  la}^ng  down 
her  work,  and  joining  me  on  the  lawn. 
*'  Hasn't  uncle  Tom  returned  with  you  ?  " 

"He  remained  behind  with  the  phaeton 
to  drive  the  turtle  doves  over,"  said  I. 
''  The  truth  is,  he  wants  Updown  to  see 
him  and  them  together.  We  all  stand 
in  awe  of  gossip." 

''  Aunt  is  much  more  reasonable  than 
she  was  last  evening,"  exclaimed   Theresa. 
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"  The  talking-to  Papa  gave  her  has  done 
her  no  harm.  She  is,  I  think,  slowly 
beo-innino'  to  see  that  her  husband's  Yiew 
is  the  soundest,  and  that  Conny  might 
have  done  a  very  great  deal  worse,  though 
she  niio'ht  also  have  done  a  verv  o-reat 
deal  better.  Mothers  are  nearly  always 
the  last  to  come  round  in  these  matters. 
I  wonder  why  ? '' 

"  Perhaps  because  they  have  more  to 
do  with  their  daughters  than  the  papas 
have,  and  therefore  the  daughters'  mis- 
takes touch  them  more  nearly.  That's 
only  one  reason — and  no  reason  at  all. 
T^^omen — I  don't  say  all  women — no,  no, 
Theresa,  not  all — are  not  very  Hberal  in 
their  views  of  life  or  of  each  other. 
Mothers  and  daughters    are  no  exception." 

"  You  are  Cj[uite  right.  "Women  are 
not  liberal-minded." 
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"  In  many  things  they  are,  and, 
queerly  enough,  in  directions  where  men 
are  bio^oted.  But  in  matters  of  dress 
and  sentiment,  they  are  often  pro- 
digiously intolerant." 

"  Having  l3een  deceived  by  a  girl," 
said  she,  with  a  sweet  laugh,  "it  is 
perfectly  fair  that  you  should  have  at  the 
whole  sex." 

"  Pray,"  I  entreated  earnestly,  *'  j)ray 
don't  refer  to  that  piece  of  folly.  Had 
I  met  you  before  I  met  Conny,  it  never 
could  have  happened." 

She  curtsied,  perhaps  to  hide  a  little 
blush;  and  then  asked  me  if  I  had  ridden 
since  my  return  from  Thistlewood. 

*'  I  haven't  had  time  yet :  but  I  shall 
hope  to  do  so  frequently  now  that  you 
are  here.  And  we'll  have  some  pistol- 
shooting  too,  if  you  like." 
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*'  Oh,  Papa  objects,  so  I  mean  to  give 
tip  the  unmaidenly  pastime." 

"  You  are  very  dutiful.  Perhaps,  on 
the  whole,  it  is  rather  unmaidenly, 
especially  when  you  take  aim  at 
sober-minded  and  meditative  young 
gentlemen." 

"  Am  I  never  to  be  allowed  to  forget 
my  nonsense  ! "  she  exclaimed,  looking 
annoyed. 

"  And  am  I  never  to  be  allowed  to 
forget  mine  ?  "  I  answered.  "  But  I'll 
enter  into  an  agreement  mth  you, 
Theresa,  never  to  remind  you  of  you7^ 
nonsense,  if  you  will  promise  never  to 
remind  me  of  mine." 

"  I  agree." 

"  So  then,  my  wrong-headed  penchant 
for  Conny  is  to  be  forgotten  as  if  no  such 
a  thing  had  ever  been  ?  " 
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"  WeU,  111  do  my  best  to  forget." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  will  never  see 
anything  to  like  in  me  until  you  do 
forget." 

"  Why  do  you  say  that  ?  "  she  asked, 
quickly. 

"  No  girl  can  possibly  have  any  re- 
spect or  regard  for  a  man  she  considers 
a  flirt." 

"  Oh,  if  you  ivill  have  your  theories 
about  your  sex,  it  is  better,  for  your 
peace     of    mind,    that    they    should    not 

be     contradicted Here's    the 

phaeton  !  " 

Yes,  there  it  was,  Conny  next  the 
coachman.  Curling  and  his  heau-pere 
behind. 

The  two  cousins  kissed  each  other 
profusely — in  short,  as  only  young 
girls    can    kiss.       Nothing    could    sm^pass 
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Theresa's  gracefully  cordial  reception 
of  little  Conny,  and  lier  polite  greeting 
to  Mr.  Curling.  Conny  looked  bewitcli- 
ingly  pretty.  She  gave  me  her  hand 
and  smiled  at  me  with  her  eyes.  Ah, 
my  child,  those  smiles  can't  affect  me 
now.  Don  your  loveliest  airs,  strike 
your  most  irresistible  attitude,  you  would 
find  in  me  an  unmoved  spectator. 

-  '■'  My  love  is  dead, 

Gone  to  his  death-bed. 

I  can  watch  you  as  one  at  a  puppet- 
show.  Tender  is  the  tint  of  your  cheeks, 
heavenly  the  azure  of  your  eyes,  snow- 
like your  pearly  teeth  ;  but  to  me,  my 
dear,  you  are  no  more  than  a  cunning 
contrivance  of  beauty  ;  the  sweetest 
dummy,  from  which  I  can  turn  away 
with   the   lightest     sigh,    to    think   that    I 
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could    ever    have    been     so    weak    as    to 
bestow  a  thoiiglit  upon  you. 

She  left  us  to  seek  lier  mamma,  and 
then  we  got  talking,  as  people  not 
absolutely  at  tlieir  ease  will  talk — about 
the  weather.  Theresa  was  admirably 
lady-like  in  her  manner  to  Mr.  Curling. 
The  poor  fellow  was  a  good  deal  embar- 
rassed, but  all  things  considered  acquitted 
himself  very  tolerably. 

My  uncle  watched  his  niece  narrowly. 
He  evidently  wanted  her  good  opinion 
for  his  son-in-law,  and  smiled  with 
ghastly  approval  every  time  the  young 
man  spoke. 

I  caught  Curling  regarding  her  vdth 
great  admiration,  and  even  awe  ;  which 
put  me  into  the  best  possible  temper 
with  him,  so  pleased  was  I  that  he 
should     see     what    a   splendid     substitute 
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fortune  had  provided  me  with  in  the 
room  of  the  young  lady  he  had 
married. 

The  trying  moment  presently  came, 
when  my  aunt  stepped  out  of  the  house^ 
followed  by  Conny.  Theresa  and  I  fell 
back  with  the  instinctive  horror  of 
people  of  sensibility  who  apprehend  a 
shock.  However,  nothing  very  disagree- 
able happened.  There  was  something, 
indeed,  unpleasantly  chilling  in  the  hard 
smile  with  which  my  aunt  gave  Curling 
her  hand  and  in  the  hasty  manner  with 
which  she  withdrew  it  ;  but  the  effect, 
to  us  lookers-on  at  least,  was  somewhat 
quahfied  by  the  broad,  nervous  smile 
mth  w^hich  my  uncle  superintended  the 
greeting. 

As  for  Curling,  his  politeness  was 
cringing.        He    smiled    if    his    mother-in- 
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law  turned  lier  head,  listened  witli  pain- 
ful eagcerness  to  be  ao;reeable  if  slie 
opened  lier  moutli,  agreed  with  her 
before  he  well  knew  what  she  had  said, 
and  in  every  respect  showed  himself 
thoroughly  afraid  of  her. 

"  I  don't  think  he  is  going  the  right 
way  to  work  to  make  her  respect  him," 
I  whispered  to   Theresa. 

"  Poor  fellow  ! "  she  answered.  "  I 
wonder  Conny  had  the  heart  to  bring 
him  here.  I  should  be  sorry  to  sub- 
ject my  husband  to  such  treatment." 

''  What  do  you  think  of  him  ? " 

"  He  seems  gentlemanly  enough." 

"  Could  you  have  run  off  with  him, 
Theresa  ?  " 

"  As  soon  with  O'Twist  !  " 

I    had    made    up    my    mind    to    have 
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Conny  given  me  to  take  into  dinner  ; 
but  to  my  great  relief  and  pleasure,  she 
took  lier  papa's  arm,  Curling  conducted 
Mrs.  Hargrave,  and  I  was  left  to 
Theresa.  Curling  and  his  mother-in-law 
walked  in  front  of  us  from  the  drawing- 
room,  and  I  had  great  difficulty  to 
retrain  myself  from  bursting  into  a  fit 
of  laughter  on  catching  sight  of  my 
aunt's  face,  and  watching  the  contempt- 
uous air  with  which  she  waddled  along- 
side her  new  connexion.  Theresa 
begged  me  not  to  speak  to  her,  lest 
she  should  lose  her  self-control.  The 
sight  was,  indeed,  ludicrous  enough  ; 
and  one  of  the  servants,  at  all  events, 
saw  the  joke,  for  she  turned  rapidly 
away  as  my  aunt  entered  the  dining- 
room  and  emitted  a  laugh  over  the  side- 
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board,  which  made  my  uncle  look 
smartly  round  under  the  impression,  I 
believe,  that  a  cork  had  flown. 

The  dinner  was  not  a  very  lively 
affair.  Nothino*  but  the  havino;  Theresa 
at  my  side  saved  me  from  T\dshing 
myself  a  hundred  miles  away.  In  vain 
my  uncle  strove  to  be  cheerful  ;  in  vain 
he  told  his  best  stories  ;  in  vain  he 
indulged  in  little  flirting  allusions  to 
matrimony,  and  winked  out,  so  to 
speak,  those  little  modest  jokes  which 
are  universally  held  to  be  permissible 
on  the  occasion  of  the  presence  of  a 
newly  married  couple.  God  knows  no 
man  ever  tried  to  laugh  more  resolutely 
than  I  did  ;  but  my  hoarse  notes  were 
as  destitute  of  mirth  as  a  raven's 
croak.  Had  I  wept  I  should  have 
shown     myself     more     sympathetic  ;      for 
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my  uncle's  liuinoiir  tottered  on  the  very 
verge   of  tears. 

Theresa  did  all  she  could  :  tried  her 
relations  on  twenty  different  subjects, 
then  out  of  sheer  weariness  took  refuge 
in    silence. 

CurKng  was  so  nervous,  he  could 
scarcely  eat.  I  felt  for  him — yes,  my 
whole  heart  went  out  to  him — when  he 
knocked  a  wine-oiass    full  of    claret    over 

o 

the  table-cloth.  The  wine  wasn't  redder 
than  his  face,   I  promise  you. 

"  Don't  bother,"  said  my  uncle,  seeing 
the   poor   fellow    spoon   the   wine   up. 

"Sprinkle  some  salt  over  it,"  said 
Conny,    looking   abject. 

It  was  plain  to  everybody  that  Theo- 
dore had  been  scarcely  able  to  handle 
his  knife  and  fork  for  nervousness,  that 
though    he     might  have    knowm    how    to 
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behave    with    perfect    propriety,     fear    of 
liis  mother-in-law  bereft  him  of  his  know- 
ledge  and   hurried    him    into   grossieretes. 
For   instance,    he   refused   to    begin    until 
the    others    were    helped;     insisted     upon 
passing  whatever  was  set    before    him    to 
Mrs.    Hargrave ;     eat   up   his   bread    in   a 
trice     and     hopelessly    entangled    himself 
in   a   wild    complication    of  knives,    forks, 
spoons,  and   glasses.     I  doubt  if  he  would 
have      committed    a    single    blunder     had 
my     aunt     been    absent.      Ah,     Eugenio, 
you    know    what  it  is  to  have  a  mother- 
in-law      watching     you    with     a   foregone 
prejudice    of  the    bitterest    kind    rankling 
in    her     eyes.       I     know    a    young    man 
whom      his      mother  -  in  -  law      made     so 
anxious     and     apprehensive    that,     before 
dinner  was  over,   he  had  kicked  both  his 
boots     off    under   the    table,     and    would 
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have  joined  tlie  ladies  in  his  socks  had 
not  a  good-natured  footman  directed  his 
attention  to  the  state  of  his  feet. 

Tears  were  in  Conny's  eyes  before  the 
dessert  was  brought  in  ;  and  I  felt  so 
heartily  sorry  for  the  poor  girl  and  her 
yet  more-to-be-pitied  husband,  that  ad- 
dressing my  uncle,   I   exclaimed, 

"  Aren't  we  going  to  drink  to  the 
happiness  of  the  bride  and  bridegroom  ? " 
hoping  that  the  hearty  expression  of  our 
good  wishes  would  render  them  happier 
and  force  some  of  the  acidity  out  of  my 
aunt's  face. 

"  Certainly,"  he  replied. 

We  then  filled  our  glasses  and  all 
spoke  at  once,  to  the  effect  that  the 
young  people  would  enjoy  a  long  life 
and  unbounded  happiness  :  Theresa 
speaking    very     feelingly   and     my     aunt 
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nodding  lier  liead  with  a  face  that 
expressed  everything  but  the  prevailing 
sentiment. 

Now  I  really  believe  this  toast  would 
have  ended  in  putting  us  all  into  a 
better  temper,  had  well  been  let  alone  ; 
for  even  as  we  drank,  Conny  smiled  and 
looked  much  gratified. 

But  judge  my  surprise,  when,  after  an 
interval  of  not  less  than  five  minutes, 
I  observed  Mr.  Curling,  who  had  been 
pulling  at  his  watchguard  in  a  fashion 
that  threatened  to  tear  the  waistcoat  ofi* 
his  back,  rise,  and  in  rising  knock  his 
chair  over,  which  however,  nobody 
ofi'ered  to  pick  up,  that  he  might  not 
be  interrupted.  In  a  very  faint  and 
difficult  voice,  he  thanked  us  for  our 
good  wishes,  which,  he  particularly 
desired    his   mother-in-law   to    believe,    he 
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sliould  strive  liis  utmost  to  deserve. 
He  next  informed  us  tliat  lie  was  never 
<ionsidered  a  good  speaker,  and  that  if 
lie  didn't  express  all  tlie  gratitude  lie 
felt,  it  was  not  because  lie  didn't  feel 
it,   l3ut  because  lie  liadn't  the  w^ords. 

Here  I  hoped  he  would  sit  down.  But 
there  are  two  notorious  difficulties  in 
pubKc  and  unpremeditated  speaking,  of 
which  every  nervous  man  who  has  ever 
got  upon  his  legs  is  but  too  keenly  sen- 
sible :  the  first  difficulty  is  to  know^  how 
to  begin,  and  the  second  is  to  know 
when  to  stop.  On  such  an  occasion,  and 
in  such  company,  it  would  probably  have 
taxed  the  wdt  of  a  Disraeli  not  to  have 
said  something  offensive.  Mr.  Curling 
wanted  Mr.  Disraeli's  wit,  and  the  result 
therefore  was,  he,  to  the  confusion  of 
everybody,  began  to  apologise  for  eloping 
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with  Conny ;  assuring  us,  and  the  ser- 
vants who  stood  choking  at  the  door, 
that  he  never  would  have  been  guilty  of 
such  a  mistake  had  he  not  worshipped 
the   ground    his    ker-ker-Conny    trod     on. 

This  was  too  much  for  my  aunt.  It 
was  bad  enough  that  so  delicate  a  matter 
should  have  been  referred  to  at  all  : 
of  its  peculiar  inopportuneness  at  that 
moment,  one  had  only  to  glance  at  the 
giggling  servants  to  understand.  In  a 
loud,  angry  voice,  she  begged  him  to 
cease,  burst  into  tears,  and  rushed  out 
of  the  room. 

Curling  did  cease  ;  and,  forgetting  in 
his  nervousness  that  his  chair  was  upset, 
sat  down  before  any  of  us  could  cry 
out  :  the  consequence  of  which  was  that 
he  tumbled  head  over  heels,  pulling  the 
table-cloth   with   him,    and    covering   him- 
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self  with    his    unique    collection    of    glass 
and  cutleiy. 

There  was  instantly  a  scramble.  My 
uncle,  who  thought  Curling  had  fainted, 
shouted  to  the  servants  for  brandy 
Oonny,  weeping  bitterly,  fell  on  her 
knees  and  picked  the  broken  glass  away 
from  the  carpet  near  her  husband's  head. 
Theresa  turned  pale,  and  clasped  her 
hands ;  but  I,  suspecting  by  the  youno- 
fellow  lying  still  that  he  couldn't  get 
up,  laid  hold  of  his  arm  and  pulled  him 
on  to  his  legs. 

Now  then  Conny's  affection  displayed 
itself  She  clung  to  her  husband,  kissed 
him,  asked  him  if  he  was  hiu-t  and 
where,  behaved  herself  altogether  so  pa- 
thetically that  I  felt  myself  a  ^Tetch  for 
iiaving  laughed  to  see  him  fall. 

"  Do    let    us    go    home  ! "     she     cried, 
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turning  to  lier  papa.  "We  are  so  much 
happier  alone.  Theodore  never  wanted  ta 
come,  and  mamma  will  break  his  heart." 

Ay,  and  his  neck  too,  she  might  have 
added. 

"Yes,  yes!  go  home!  go  home!"  ex- 
claimed my  poor  uncle.  "  Tell  James, 
one  of  you,  to  bring  the  j^haeton  round. 
I  have  acted  cruelly  in  subjecting  you 
both    to  this." 

"  I'm  not  hurt,"  said  Curling,  rubbing 
his  back,  obviously  relieved  by  the  pros- 
j)ect   of  an  immediate  release. 

"Why  didn't  somebody  pick  up  that 
chair  ?  "  exclaimed  my  uncle. 

"I  should  have  done  so,"  replied  Conny,. 
"but  I  didn't  like  to  interrupt  Theodore,, 
for  fear  of  breaking  the  thread  of  his 
ideas.  Mary,  go  and  get  me  my  hat^ 
it's  in  mamma's  bed-room." 
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In  ca  few  minutes  tlie  phaeton  was 
ready,  the  young  couple,  wearing  now  far 
cheerfuller  faces  than  we  who  were  left 
behind,  jumped   wp,   and    off    they  drove. 

"  The  next  time  they  come  to  dinner," 
said  my  uncle,  wiping  his  forehead  with 
a  pocket  handkerchief,  "  shall  be  at  some- 
body else's  invitation.  I'll  never  subject 
the  j)oor  things  to  such  treatment  again 
whilst  I  have  breath  in  my  body." 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


Mrs.  Croaker.  "Well,  if  they  concealed  their 
amour,  they  shan't  conceal  their  wedding;  that  shall 
be  public,  I'm  resolved." 

The  Good-natured  Man. 


My  aunt  afterwards  apologised  to  us 
for  ha\dng  lost  her  temper,  but  I  was 
heartily  glad  my  uncle  had  resolved  not  to 
ask  the  young  couple  to  dinner  again.  A 
few  scenes  of  this  kind  would  hardly  fail 
to  drive  Theresa  away,  and  T;\ithout 
Theresa,  what  were  life  ? 

And  to  tell  you  the  truth,  the  less  I 
should  see  of  Conny,  the  more,  I  felt, 
should  I  be  pleased.       I  was  so  much  in 
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love  with  Theresa,  that  all  reference  to 
the  past  was  peculiarly  disagreeable.  To 
have  had  Conny's  large,  blue,  surprised  eyes 
watching  me  whilst  I  talked  T;vdth  her 
cousin,  and  cut  my  little  jokes  and  looked 
happy,  would  have  been  more  than  I 
could  bear. 

Next  morning  my  uncle  suggested  to 
me  that  I  should  remain  at  Grove  End 
<md  amuse  Theresa. 

*'She  will  be  dull  with  my  Tvife,"  said 
he,  "whose  temper  makes  her  bad  com- 
pany." This  proposal  was  perfectly  agree- 
able to  me,  and  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
spending  a  happier  day  than  I  firmly 
believe  was  ever  passed  even  at  Kosher- 
ville.  Unfortunately,  we  could  not  ride, 
because  Theresa's  habit  had  not  arrived 
from  This  tie  wood  ;  but  we  could  walk, 
and  talk,  and  pick  the  flowers,  and  lounge 
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under  the  cool  trees,   and   snatch  Arcadian 
joys  from  the  breezy  quiet  grounds. 

I  longed  to  find  out  whether  it  was. 
amiability  that  kept  her  haj^py  in  my 
company,  or  some  more  complimentary, 
some  tenderer  feeling.  Somehow  or  other, 
I  couldn't  make  love  to  her  as  I  had 
made  love  to  Conny.  Nothing  had  been 
easier  than  to  mutter  my  eternal  devotion 
into  the  ears  of  the  golden-haired  maid ; 
nothing  was  harder  than  to  pay  Theresa 
even  a  compliment.  It  was  not  that 
she  was  cold ;  on  the  contrary,  she  was 
very  genial.  She  gave  me  every  reason 
to  believe  that  my  society  pleased  her ; 
and  throughout  the  long  day,  during 
which  we  were  constantly  together,  never 
once  suggested  that  she  had  had  enough 
of  me.  The  fault  was  mine,  not  hers. 
I    was     diffident.       I    was    shy,    bashful,. 
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muffisli.  Connj  and  other  young  ladies 
(who  shall  be  nameless,  for  they  may  still 
be  single)  I  had  been  able  to  make  love 
to,  as  I  have  said,  easily ;  but  Theresa 
awed  me.  She  was  so  honest,  so  open- 
hearted  and  candid,  so  womanly,  so  supe- 
rior in  numberless  points  to  the  girls 
whose  friendship  or  whose  hearts  I  had 
had  the  honour  of  possessing,  that  I  could 
as  soon  have  deliberately  insulted  her,  as, 
indulged  in  any  of  those  light  and  jocose 
strokes  of  sentimentality  with  which  I  had 
been  heretofore  used  to  pay  my  court. 

One  thing  struck  both  of  us  that  after- 
noon and  made  us  laugh  :  she  had  stopped 
at  Grove  End  to  be  a  companion  for  my 
aunt. 

"  I  am  sure  she  has  enjoyed  your 
society  very  much,"  said  I,  ironically. 

And  she  blushed   and   averted   her   face 
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with  a  self-conscious  expression  upon  it 
that  filled  me  with  delight. 

However,  I  don't  think  my  aunt  wanted 
her.  The  good  lady  was  very  gloomy, 
and  quite  impenetrable  to  the  attacks  of 
cheerfulness.  "When  we  entered  the  house, 
we  caught  her  helping  a  servant  to  pack 
a  hamper,  which  she  boldly  avowed  was 
for  her  daughter  ;  and  the  moment  the 
servant  left  the  room  she  exclaimed, 

"  My  daughter  shan't  be  starved  by 
that  man." 

Here  was  prejudice  ! 

''Starved!"  I  cried;  "why,  poor  fellow, 
he  worships  her."   • 

"  And  so  he  ought.  But  all  young 
men  of  his  kind  are  intolerably  selfish 
and  never  think  of  their  T\ives'  necessities, 
so  long  as  their   own   are   supplied." 
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"  Why  his  £ind  particularly  ?  "  asked 
Theresa,   with  a  glance  at  me. 

"  Because  he  is  not  a  gentleman," 
answered  my  aunt. 

Nothing  but  time  ^dll  cure  this  stub- 
bornness,  I  thought,  turning  away. 

The  young  people  were  to  be  married 
"  properly  "  on  Monday  morning,  at 
nine  o'clock.  This  early  hour  was  fixed 
that  the  j^eople  at  Updown  might  not 
get  scent  of  the  proceedings.  Curling,  in 
my  presence,  had  protested  against  the 
ceremony,  ^^as  superfluous.  But  my  uncle 
was  firm. 

"  I  shall  never  consider  my  daughter 
yom-  wife,  sir,"  he  exclaimed  with  some 
heat,  "  until  the  service  as  directed  by 
the  Church  of  England  has  been  read 
over  you." 
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"  But  we  are  married ! "  urged  Curling. 
"  Thorouglily  married." 

"  I  say  you  are  not  ! "  shouted  my 
uncle.  "  You  dare  not  disobey  me, 
^ir  !  " 

"  I'll  do  any  tiling  you  want,"  replied 
Curling  :  "  but  I  shall  go  to  my  grave 
protesting   against   this  second  ceremony." 

I  looked  forward  to  the  ceremony  T\ith 
many  misgivings,  having  no  doubt  that 
my  aunt  would  misconduct  herself. 
When  Monday  morning  came  we  all  rose 
very  early,  and  supplied,  at  the  break- 
fast table,  such  an  assemblage  of  dolorous 
faces,  that  more  dejection  could  not  have 
been  expressed,  had  we  been  going  to 
escort  some  favourite  relation  to  the 
gallows.  My  uncle  proposed  that 
Theresa  and  I  should  walk  to  the  church 
in   advance    of    him    and    his    wife,    lest. 
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should  we  go  in  a  body,  the  attention  of 
the  people  might  be  drawn,  and  a  proces- 
sion follow  us  to  the  altar.  • 

''  Anything  to  keep  this  matter  secret," 
said  he. 

So  Theresa  and  I  started  alone. 

It  was  a  bright,  fresh  morning,  so  gay 
and  sunny  that  all  depression  was  out 
of  the  question. 

"  I  know  it  is  proper  to  look  wretched 
on  these  occasions,"  said  I.  "  But  what 
is  a  man   to  do  if  he  cant  cry  ? " 

"  I  don't  see  any  reason  to  be  dull," 
answ^ered  Theresa,  "  though  aunt's  face 
makes   cheerfulness  rather  difficult." 

"  I  wonder  how  we  should  feel  if  ive 
were  going  to  be  married  ?  "  said  I. 

She  did  not  answer. 

"Would  you  like  to  be  going  to  be 
married  ? " 


192  MY  UNCLE'S  SGHE2IE. 

''  Would   you  ?  " 

"If  you  were  the   bride." 

She  turned  her  head  away  and  grew 
so  nervous,  that  her  step  quickened,  and 
I  had  to   catch  her   hand    to    detain    her. 

"  Theresa,"  I  exclaimed,  whilst  my 
heart  beat  violently,  "  I  had  no  intention 
of  frightening  you  with  a  declaration 
when  we  left  the  house.  But  —  but, 
dearest — haven't  you  foreseen  that — that 
I  should  speak  to  you  before  long — that — 

that  I  should  tell  you Oh  Theresa ! "  I 

gasped,  "  I  am  so  agitated  I  can  scarcely 
speak.  My  impulse  has  taken  my  breath 
away.  My  darling,  I  am  in  love  with 
you.  I  fell  in  love  with  you  at  Thistle- 
wood,  and  I  am  able  to  think  of  nothing — 
of  nobody  but  you.  .  .  Oh,  tell  me 
something." 

"It  is  quite   impossible  that   you  could 
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have  learnt  to  love  me  in  this  sliort  time," 
she  answered  in  a  low  voice. 

"  How  can  it  be  impossible  when  I  do 
love  you  ?  I  know  what  you  are  thinking 
of — Conny.  Don't,  pray  don't.  If  it 
were  in  my  power  to  bare  my  heart,  you'd 
know  then  that  I  loved  you.  No,  no.  I 
have  been  weak — all  men  are.  I  may 
have  flirted — I  may  have  played  the  fool, 
but  all  that  is  over,  a  deep  and  serious 
play  is  begun.     Do  you  believe  me  ? " 

She  looked  at  me  steadily,  let  her  eyes 
fall,   and  answered, 

"  Yes,  I  believe  you  are  in  earnest." 

I  glanced  around  to  see  that  nobody 
was  in  sight  and,  Eugenio,  I  kissed  her. 
"Will  you  marry  me?"   I   asked  her. 

She  was  so  long  silent  that  I  feared 
my  kiss  had  made  her  indignant. 

"Charlie,"    she    answered    presently,    "I 
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wish  yon  had  taken  a  longer  time  to 
consider  yonr  feelings  before  yon  spoke 
to  me.  Have  I  any  right  to  depend 
upon  your  love  when  I  see  how  qnicldy 
yon  can  forget  the  old  and  take  to  the 
new  e 

"Ah!"  I  exclaimed,  bitterly;  "I  always 
feared  that  Conny  would  come  between 
us." 

**  It  is  not  Conny,  but  your  own  heart. 
Can  you  be  faithful  ?" 

"Try  me." 

"If  I  were  to  tell  you  I  love  you, 
would  you  abandon  me  for  the  first 
pretty  girl  you  met  ?" 

"  Try  me,"  I  groaned. 

"  I  know,"  she  continued,  "  that  it  is 
papa's  wish  I  should  marry  you  ;  but  I 
would  rather  die  than  give  my  hand  to  a 
man  on   whose  sincerity  I  could  not  rely." 
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To  tliis,  Eugenio,  what  did  I  answer  ? 
'Credit  me  when  I  assure  you  that  I 
■answered  her  eloquently.  I  was  inspired. 
It  was  not  alone  the  beauty  of  her  eyes, 
the  rapture  of  the  kiss  I  had  stolen,  her 
blushing  face,  the  sense  of  security  that 
is  bred  by  solitude,  the  glorious  blue  of 
the  morning  heavens,  and  the  sweetness 
of  the  breeze  rich  with  odours  from  the 
fields  and  woods,  which  gave  me  power 
to  speak ;  the  impulse  that  had  broken 
through  my  diffidence  had  also  annihilated 
it.  Why  write  down  what  I  said  to  her  ? 
Why  describe  her  appearance  as  she  lis- 
tened ?  We  have  jogged  on  so  far  very 
well  without  sentiment :  let  us  not  take 
a  dose  of  it  now. 

I  solemnly  protest  that  I  had  left 
Grove  End  with  [Theresa,  en  route  for  the 
church,   with  no  more  intention  of  telling 
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my  love  than  of  playing  at  leap-frog  witli 
tlie  haystacks  on  the  road.  This  has 
happened  to  others.  Have  I  not  seen  ? 
No  rules  govern  the  heart.  At  the  most 
nnexj^ected  moment  love  is  blurted  out, 
proposals  of  marriage  stammered  through  ; 
emotion  triumphs  over  fear,  and  even 
imbecility  grows  eloquent.  Let  the  ladies 
be  grateful  for  these  little  bursts  of  pas- 
sion. Were  it  all  premeditation,  all 
rehearsal,  few  Avould  be  the  offers  made. 
Youno;  Froth,  adorino;  Lauretta,  breaks 
into  a  cold  sweat  over  the  idea  of  a 
formal  submission  of  his  heart  and  for- 
tune. To-morrow  and  to-morrow  and 
to-morrow  steals  on  this  petty  pace,  and 
Froth  has  still  to  propose.  Ah,  nights 
of  agony,  days  of  ineffable  meditation, 
how  have  ye  Avorn  this  gentle  shepherd ! 
At  last,  a  glass  of  champagne   and  a  ten 
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minutes'  lounge  in  tlie  balcony  after  tlie 
feverish  waltz,  do  the  work.  With  a 
ghastly  look  at  the  man  in  the  moon, 
Froth  mumbles  his  feelings ;  he  is  accepted 
on  the  spot,  and  his  fears  are  at  an  end. 
De  te  fahula,  &c.  Change  the  name,  and 
the  story  is  told  of  thee. 

Had  I  begun  to  think  when,  how, 
where,  and  in  what  language  I  should 
propose,  I  might  have  been  a  bachelor  to 
this  day. 

That  walk  to  the  church  !  (it  took  us 
three  quarters  of  an  hooi')  how  senti- 
mental was  it  !  Did  I  enjoy  it  ?  was  I 
happy  ?  was  Theresa  happy  ?  Sm-ely 
such  questions  are  in  bad  taste  since 
they  imply  a  doubt. 

"  Oh  !  "  I  exclaimed,  "  what  would  I 
give,  Theresa,  if  instead  of  going  to  Conny  s 
marriao;e  we  were  o-oing^  to  our  own  ! " 
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"  We  musn't  look  too  pleased/'  she 
answered,  with  a  laugh,  "  or  we  shall 
grieve  poor  aunt.'' 

"  I  Avonder,"  said  I,  "  if  she  will 
guess  what  this  walk  of  ours  has 
terminated  in.  How  glad  your  father  Avill 
be !  how  we  shall  delight  uncle  Tom  ! 
Wonderful  is  life !  only  the  other  day 
I  was  thinking  you  a  rude,  uncivilised 
female,  fit  only  to  shoot  jDistols  and  break 
horses  ;   and   now — and  noiv  ! 

"  And  only  the  other  day,"  said  she^ 
I  was  making  up  my  mind  to  insult  you 
as  grossly  as  I  possibly  could,  to  disgust 
and  drive  you  out  of  my  sight,  so 
odious  was  the  notion  of  having  a 
husband  forced  upon  me." 

"  And   now  ?  " 

"  And  now  it  is  otherwise." 
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We  readied  the  cliiireh  ^vliere  we 
found  nobody  but  the  clerk,  who,  after 
inquiring  our  business,  conducted  us  with 
a  stealthy  face  to  a  seat.  Scarcely  three 
minutes  after  we  had  entered,  Conny  and 
her  husband,  both  looking  very  pale  and 
agitated,  came  up  to  us.  The  poor  fellow 
shook  hands  with  me  and  muttered, 

"I  consider  this  C[uite  superfluous." 

"  It'll  soon  be  over,"  I  replied. 

*'  It  can  t  make  Conny  more  my  wife 
than  she   is  ? " 

"  My  dear  friend,"  said  I,  "  consider 
yourselves  in  the  light  of  a  book  which 
is  to  be  handsomely  re-bound.  The  first 
plain  binding  keeps  the  leaves  as  securely 
together  as  the  richer  covers  will,  but 
the  gilt  and  morocco  are  necessary  to 
your  importance." 
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Here  my  uncle  and  aunt  entered,  the 
former  gazing  about  liim,  into  ttie 
pews  and  up  at  the  gallery,  to  make  sure 
that  no  spectators  were  present.  At  the 
same  moment  the  clock  struck  nine,  forth 
stepped  the  rector  in  full  dress  out  of 
the  vestry,  and  the  clerk  beckoned  to  us 
to  take  our  places. 

The  marriage  service  is  always  a  trial 
to  married  people  to  hear,  it  is  so  full  of 
reproaches.  My  aunt  cried  so  abundantly 
that  I  every  moment  expected  to  see  her 
bump  upon  the  floor  in  hysterics.  How- 
ever she  kept  her  feet  stoutly,  and  I  truly 
hoped  that  the  tender  and  beautiful  words 
she  was  listening  to  would  soften  her 
towards  the  young  fellow  whose  reverential 
face  and  ardent  glances  at  his  little  wife 
persuaded  me  that  all  would  go  well  with 
them. 
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On  the  completion  of  the  ceremony,  my 
uncle  grasped  my  arm. 

*'  Look  !  "  he  muttered. 

I  glanced  in  the  direction  he  indicated 
•and  beheld  the  porch  of  the  church  crowded 
^^ith  women  with  here  and  there  a  man 
4imong  them ;  while  several  females  had 
pushed  their  way  into  the  pews  and  were 
watching  us  with  profound  interest. 

"  I  feared,  I  feared  we  should  never  be 
able  to  keep  this  a  secret,"  whispered  my 
imcle,  "but  why  weren't  the  doors  shut?" 

The  doors  shut !  what  manner  of  wood- 
work, what  manner  of  brickwork,  w^ould 
keep  women  away  from  a  marriage  ?  I 
believe  were  a  wedding  to  be  celebrated 
at  the  bottom  of  a  well,  two  or  three  ladies 
would  be  found  swino;ino^  in  or  holdino^ 
on  to  the  bucket,  watching  the  proceed- 
ings.     What,   my  dears,   ivhat  is  there  in 
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the  spectacle  of  half  a  dozen  or  more  or 
less  people  standing  before  a  clergyman 
so  astounding,  so  novel,  so  exciting  as  to 
cause  you  to  abandon  your  babies,  your 
wash-tubs,  your  lodgers,  your  cooking,  to 
witness  it  ?  Positively  this  hungry  and 
piercing  curiosity  fully  justifies  the  re- 
mark my  friend  Adolphe  Beau  once  made 
to  me :  "  Either  weddins^s  in  England  are 
exceedingly  rare,  monsieur,  or  else  they 
symbolise  some  hideous  sacrifice  compared 
to  which  the  African  celebration  of  their 
King's  nuptials  are  innocent  childplay : 
or  whence  comes  your  morbid  national 
love  of  witnessing  these  sights  ? " 

"Well,  thank  God,  this  is  over,"  ex- 
claimed my  uncle,  receiving  Conny  from 
her  blubbering  mamma,  and  kissing  her. 

Poor  Conny !  was  she  so  perfectly  satis- 
fied   with    her     husband    that    she    could 
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think  without  regret  upon  the  breakfast 
she  had  missed,  the  speeches,  the  congra- 
tulations, the  blonde  and  the  tulle,  the 
bouquets,  the  presents,  and  the  triumphal 
drive  to  the  railway  station,  she  had 
forfeited  ?  Ah,  miss,  you  who  are  read- 
ing this,  see  what  you  will  be  infallibly 
deprived  of  if  ever  you  dare  to  run  away 
with  a  young  man  unkno^\Ti  to  your 
parents.  A  midnight  excursion  may  be 
romantic  :  but,  take  my  word  for  it,  a 
noontide  festival,  of  which  you  are  the 
heroine,  is  a  great  deal  more  comfortable.. 
Don't  believe  your  Edward,  who  tells  you 
that  he  despises  the  flummery  of  the 
marriage-show  ;  that  a  registrar  in  his 
sight  is  as  good  as  a  parson ;  that  friends 
are  a  nuisance,  and  speeches  detestable. 
It  is  true  that  veils  and  champagne  don't 
make   happiness ;    but   they   leave    a   good 
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impression,  whicli  lie  for  one  won't  forget. 
Bridesmaids  and  flowers  won't  j)i'^^''^^'t 
you  from  quarrelling ;  but  they  will  put 
it  out  of  liis  power  to  say  several  unplea- 
-sant  tilings  when  you  and  he  do  quarrel. 
A  wedding  is  a  launch  ;  and,  depend 
upon  it,  there  is  no  better  way  to  slip 
into  the  ocean  of  life  than  with 
streamers  flying,  bands  playing,  and 
kindly  hands  to  chase  our  flying  feet 
with   wine. 

Conny  and  her  husband  returned  to 
their  lodgings  with  my  uncle,  who  desired 
me  to  escort  the  ladies  home.  The  first 
thino'  that  I  did  after  we  were  out  of 
the  town  was  to  tell  my  aunt  that 
Theresa  had  accepted  me.  She  received 
the  intelligence  without  an  ejaculation. 
All  she  did  was  to  force  a  smile  and 
•say, 
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"  I  expected  it  would  come  to  that. 
I  am  very  pleased.  Thomas  will  be 
delighted.       Poor,  poor  Conny  !  " 

Seeing  how  utterly  engrossed  she  was 
by  her  daughter's  fate,  I  squeezed  The- 
resa's hand  by  way  of  apologising  to  her 
for  dropping  the  subject  of  our  engage- 
ment, and  began  a  long  and  vigorous 
appeal  for  Curling.  I  think  I  must  have 
grown  warm ;  for  I  have  a  recollection 
of  reproaching  her  for  her  behaviour, 
which,  I  pointed  out,  was  not  only  cal- 
culated to  make  her  daughter  miserable, 
but  to  excite  her  contempt  for  her  hus- 
band, and  so  create  feelings  which  would 
result  in  rendering  the  elopement  cala- 
mitous in  a  very  different  and  sterner 
sense  than  it  now  was. 

"  I  daresay  I  am   T\Tong.     I  daresay   I 
am  to  blame,"  she  kept  on  saying. 
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Theresa  at  last  silenced  me  by  whis- 
pering : 

"All  the  talk  in  the  world  will  not 
make  her  see  the  matter  in  its  true 
light,  yet  ;  it  will  probably  dawn  upon 
her  in  a  few  weeks  ;  but  arguments  now 
will  do  nothino'  but  harden  her." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

Tuff.  "'  XovT  gentlemen,  this  scene  goes  entirely 
for  what  we  call  situation  and  stage  effect,  by  which 
the  greatest  applause  may  be  obtained  without  the 
assistance  of  .  .  sentiment  or  character.     Pray  mark." 

The  Critic. 

I  EETURXED  to  tlie  Bank  after  seeing  tlie 
ladies  to  Grove  End,  and  going  straight 
into  my  uncle's  private  room,  told  him 
that  Theresa  and  I  were  engaged. 

"  Eno'ao-ed  !  "  he  cried,  starino;  at  me. 
*^  Are  you  in  earnest  ?  " 

'•'  Certainly  I  am." 

I  never  saw  any  man  look  so 
pleased. 
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"  It  is  almost  time,"  lie  said,  "  that  I 
had  something  to  give  my  spirits  a  turn. 
TJiis  delights  me.  But,  good  gracious  I 
how  sudden  !  how  unexpected  !  I  had 
no  idea  you  were  in  love  ^ith  her." 

*'  I  came  home  from  Thistle  wood  in 
love  ;  iDut  I  never  meant  to  ask  her  to 
be  my  wife  yet  awhile.  My  feelings 
overpowered  me  this  morning  and  out 
came  everything." 

"  And  does  she  love  you,   Charlie  ?  " 

"  I  don't  suppose  she  would  accept 
me  if  she  didn't." 

"To  be  sure  she  wouldn't.  Of  course 
she  loves  you.  AVell,  well,  this  is  cheer- 
ing news  after  our  late  troubles.  That 
old  scheme  of  mine  was  quite  pushed  out 
of  my  mind  by  this  elopement.  I  have 
been  able  to  think  of  nothins;  else.  Now 
at  all   events   there  will   be   one   marriao-e 
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after  my  heart.  Has  stie  written  to  Dick 
yet  about  it  ?  " 

"  Why,  you  see,  I  only  proposed  to  her 
this  morning." 

"True,  I  forgot.  You  had  better  go  to 
her.  We  can  very  well  do  without  you 
just  now — far  better  than  she  can.  Upon 
my  word,"  he  cried,  grasping  my  hand, 
"your  news  is  as  good  as  a  cordial.  It 
throws  quite  a  bright  light  on  the  future, 
and  I  can  see  my  way  now  as  I  never 
saw  it  before.  But  I'll  not  keep  you. 
Get  away  to  Grove  End.  We'll  talk  the 
thino;  over  this  evenins^." 

I  left  him,  but  stopped  a  moment  to 
ask  Curling,  who  was  at  his  desk, 
how  he  and  Conny  felt  after  the  wed- 
ding. 

"Yery  well  thank  you,  Mr.  Hargrave," 
he  replied :  "  but  as   I  told   your  uncle,   I 

VOL.  III.  P 
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shall  go  to  my  grave  protesting  tliat  it 
was   entirely  superfluous." 

"No,  no  !  come,  you  must  confess  that 
you  feel  more  comfortable  now  that  you 
have  been  married  correctly." 

"Not  a  bit,"  he  said,  "and  whilst  I  live 
I  shall  always  say  it  was    superfluous." 

"  By  the  way,"  said  I,  halting  as  I  was 
moving  off,  as  though  arrested  by  an  after- 
thought :  "  you  might  tell  Conny  when 
you  see  her  that  I  am  engaged  to  be 
married." 

''  Eeally  !  " 

"  Yes,  my  cousin  Theresa  has  done  me 
the  honour  to  accept  me.  The  news  will 
interest  your  wife." 

"And  delight  her  too,"  said  Curling, 
"  for  she  still  worries  now  and  then  over 
the   trick   we   were   unavoidably " 

"  Tell   her   to    forget    everything    as    I 
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have/'  I  interrupted  cjuickly,  for  I  never 
•could  stand  any  reference  to  tliat  trick 
from  liim.  "  She  has  nothing  to  forget 
50  far  as  I  am  concerned,  as  I  hope  my 
•engagement   proves." 

And    I    left   the   bank. 

I  found  Theresa  alone — my  aunt  having 
l;)een  seized  with  an  auspicious  fit  of 
tenderness  which  had  diiven  her  (in 
her    carriage)  to    her    daughter's    lodgings. 

''  It  seems  that  I  ^Yas  destined  to  make 
love  to  you,"  said  I  ;  ''  for  I  am  per- 
petualty  finding  you  by  yourself  all  alone, 
41S  the  song  says,  and  opportunity  creates 
the  thief" 

''I  can  hardly  believe  we  are  engaged/' 
she  answered.  "  We  have,  I  fear,  both 
been  too  hasty — you  in  proposing,  I  in 
-accepting  you." 

"  If  you  mean  to  imitate  Conny,  I  had 
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better  witliclraw  to  my  bed-room  and  cut 
my  gorge.  Wliat  !  accept  me,  and  then 
break  into  lamentations?" 

"/  can  be  true,"  said  she,  firmly  and 
proudly,  '^and  do  not  speak  of  myself. 
But " 

There  ^vas  only  one  way  of  silencing 
her  buts,  and  that  was  by  stopping  her 
mouth.  I  leave  you  to  guess  how  I  did 
it.  There  was  a  vast  deal  of  blushing, 
tender  charges  of  sauciness,  assumptions 
of  indignation  which  the  eyes  vowed  were 
terrible  h}^ocrisies,  and 

But,  my  Eugenio,  even  were  love-making 
not  an  amusement  in  which  no  breathing 
creature  can  take  the  faintest  interest, 
save  those  who  are  concerned  in  it,  still 
ought  I,  and  do  I,  politely  but  firmly 
decline  to  set  doT\Ti  the  particulars  of  that 
dear,    delightful   morning.       The    very  re- 
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spectable  fear  of  growing  sentimental  is 
one  check  ;  but  another  and  a  more  violent 
restraint  is  that  profound  sense  of  what 
d'ye  call  it  ?  with  which  most  men  recur 
to  the  nonsense  they  are  forced  to  emit 
when  the  fit  is  on  them. 

However,  I  ought  not  to  conceal  that 
our  conversation  brought  out  some  little 
secrets  of  great  value  and  moment  to  me; 
of  which  one  was  the  assurance  that  she 
had  fallen  in  love  with  me  before  I  left 
Thistle  wood. 

*^  I  never  suspected  it,"  said  I. 

"  I  don't  think,"  she  whispered,  *'  that 
I  should  have  been  so  easily  conquered 
had  I  not  been  resolved  to  atone  for  the 
oruel  reception  I  gave  you,  and  the  wicked 
story  I  told  O'Twist." 

"You  tried  to  harden  your  heart,"  said 
I ;    "  but   the  process  that    ought   to    have 
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made  iron  of  it  transformed  it  into 
wax. 

'•'  I  suppose  so.     I  am  a  silly  creature." 

*'  So  much  the  better,  dearest ;  for 
were  you  wise  I  might  he  miserable.  A 
woman  must  love  a  man  for  somethinii:  ;. 
and  providing  he  gains  her  love,  the 
means  by  whicli  he  wins  her  ought  not 
to  trouble  either  of  them." 

That  afternoon  we  each  Avrote  to  our 
respective  fathers.  What  Theresa  said  I 
don't  know ;  but  my  letter  was  a  very 
candid  confession  of  happiness. 

I  was  happy.  I  loved  this  cousin  of 
mine  dearly.  It  is  true  that  I  had  had 
to  imdero'o  no  ordeal  for  her.  I  had 
neither  (to  use  a  favourite  order  of 
description)  been  tried  by  the  fire, 
nor  proved  in  the  furnace;  "long  years" 
had      had      nothing'      whatever      to      da 
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with  my  love.  I  had  been  guilty  of 
no  "passionate  yearnings/'  nor  ''wild 
and  wistful  lonoino^s."  And  I  don't 
think  I  had  been  ''thrilled''  once.  In 
short,  my  passion  was  totally  unlike 
those  which  are  heard  of  at  Mr.  Mudie's. 
And  yet  I  am  bold  to  say  that  no  hero 
was  ever  fonder  of  the  heroine  whom  he 
wooes  in  chapter  the  first,  and  loses 
in  chapter  the  second,  recovers  in 
chapter  the  third,  doubts  in  chapter 
the  fourth,  quarrels  with  in  chapter  the 
fifth,  grows  sardonic  over  in  chapter  the 
sixth,  adores  in  chapter  the  seventh,  flees 
in  chapter  the  eighth,  and  finally  marries 
in  chapter  the  sixty-fourth,  than  I  was 
of  Theresa  whom  I  had  known  only  a 
few  weeks,  and  whom,  when  I  had  first 
met  her,   I  had  execrated. 

Uncle     Dick     arrived     at     Grove     End 
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next  day  in  high  spirits.  I  remember 
that  after  making  me  all  manner  of 
handsome  compliments,  he  whispered, 
*'  Nobody  shall  be  miserable  when  my 
daughter  is  happy ; "  and  unknown  to 
any  of  us  left  the  house  and  after  an 
hours  absence  returned — with  Curling 
and  Conny. 

"  Here  they  are  !  "  he  cried,  in  great 
glee,  joining  us  on  the  lawn.  "  I  was 
just  in  time.  Conny  had  fetched  her 
beloved  at  the  bank  and  was  on  the 
point  of  starting  for  a  walk.  They  were 
very  reluctant  to  come  :  but  I  told 
them  we  couldn't  be  happy  without 
them." 

Conny  turned  a  little  pale  when  she 
met  me,  but  soon  recovered  her  com- 
posure and  whispered  her  congratulations 
with    her    deep    blue   eyes    fully   upturned 
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to    mine.       I     gazed     calmly     into     their 
depths. 

"  May  you  be  very  happy  ! "  said  she, 
•and   kissed   me. 

Eheu !  when  I  wanted  her  kisses  she 
wouldn't   give   them. 

Thanks  to  uncle  Dick,  om-  dinner-party 
that  day  was  a  very  much  livelier  one 
than  the  last  at  which  the  young  couple 
had  been  present.  Without  embarrassing 
Curling,  he  contrived  to  make  a  very 
great  deal  of  him,  engaged  him  in  a 
conversation  on  topics  on  which  the 
young  man  was  well  cjualified  to  talk, 
and  developed  so  many  really  good 
social  points  in  him,  that  not  only  was 
I  never  more  favourably  impressed,  but 
I  actually  caught  my  aunt  regarding  her 
son-in-law  with  a  face  absolutely  pro- 
mising  with    a   propitiatory    expression. 
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Her  Theodore's  success  deliglited  poor- 
little  Coiinr,  wlio,  loBO'  before  tlie  dinner 
was  over,  was  cliattino-  and  laiToliino-  as. 
playfiiUv  as  ever  she  had  done  in  the 
days  when  she  was  the  darling  of  the 
house,  and  life  lay  round  her  like  a 
landscape  of  flowers  and  sunshine.  She 
sat  next  to  her  mother,  and  I  assure 
you  that  I  would  rather  have  forfeited 
the  pleasure  of  having  Theresa  by  my 
side  at  the  table  than  missed  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  Conny  slip  her  hand 
into  her  mother's,  and  leave  it  there  to 
be   nursed   and   petted. 

That  evenino;  mv  uncles  and  mvself 
had     a     lono-     conversation     on     a     oreat 

o  o 

variety  of  to23ics,  all  which  were  of 
prodigious  interest  to  me,  since  they  all 
concerned  me  very  closely.  Besides  a 
handsome     settlement     on     his     daughter. 
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Dick  promised  to  make  us  a  present  of 
a  large  sum  of  money,  which  Avas  to 
procure  me  a  partnership  in  uncle  Tom's 
bank.       But    thouo-h    that    sum    was    con- 

o 

siderable,  the  income  uncle  Tom  promised 
me,  not  the  most  rapacious  money-lender 
could   have   made   it   yield. 

''  Taking  the  capital  Dick  gives  you 
at  five  per  cent.,*'  said  he,  "your  income 
would  be  £0,000  ;  the  difference,  then, 
between  that  income  and  the  sum  you 
will  draw,  you  will  consider  mij  present." 

I  was  overpowered  by  so  much  gene- 
rosity ;  and,  utterly  wanting  words,  had 
to  content  myself  with  silently  shaking 
their  hands.  It  was  a  real  relief  to  me 
when   they  began  to   talk   of   Curling. 

"  I  had  always  proposed,"  said  uncle 
Tom,  "to  make  the  man  my  daughter 
married  a  partner   in    the    bank;     but    of 
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course  I  never  anticipated  that  she  would 
marry  a  man  like  Curling.  However, 
waiving  the  consideration  of  his  poverty, 
a  fitter  man  than  Curling  to  take  in  with 
us  I  don't  think  I  could  choose." 

"  I  don't  think  you  could,"  said  uncle 
Dick. 

"  He  is  extraordinarily  active,"  con- 
tinued uncle  Tom,  "  and  Avere  he  to  be 
given  an  interest  in  the  bank,  would 
by  his  efforts  and  business  habits  extend 
its  influence  to  a  degree  that  would 
abundantly  compensate  for  his  want  of 
capital. '^ 

"Take  him  in  by  all  means,"  said 
uncle  Dick. 

"  I  won't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry. 
There  is  plenty  of  time.  He  has  behaved 
ill,  though  I  am  willing  to  forgive  him  for 
my  girl's  sake ;  but  there  would  be  a  want 
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of  moral  propriety  in  my  heaping  benefits 
■upon   liim   too    suddenly." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  imcle  Dick.  "  But 
Charlie  grows  uneasy  and  pines  for  his 
sweetheart." 

"  Quite  true,"  I  answered,  and  without 
ceremony  left  the  room. 

Theresa  received  a  letter  next  morning 
from  my  father,  and  a  very  gorgeous 
epistle  it  was — a  series  of  dignified  and 
embroidered  congratulations  and  loftily- 
expressed  good  wishes.  She  was  to  let 
him  know  the  date  of  her  marriage  and 
he  would  join  us  two  or  three  days  before 
at  the  house  we  should  be  manied  from. 
This  letter  was  read  aloud  and  caused  an 
arofument.  Which  house  should  we  be 
married  from  ?  It  was  soon  shown  that 
Thistlewood  was  out  of  the  question.  It 
was   impossible  for  uncle    Tom    to    absent 
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liimself  from  Upclown,  owing  to  liis  pres- 
ence being  necessary  at  tlie  bank,  and  the 
same  objection  lield  good  witli  respect  to 
Curling,  whose  presence  and  Conny's  at 
the  breakfast  was  regarded  by  iis  all  as 
essential  to  the  celebration. 

'Tor,"  said  my  nncle  Dick,  ''  the  break- 
fast must  be  given  as  much  in  their  honour 
as  in  that  of  Charlie's  and  Theresa's ; 
their  healths  have  never  yet  been  properly 
drunk,  and  until  that  solemnity  has  been 
gone  through,  they  cannot,  in  spite  of  the 
double  ceremony  they  have  endured,  be 
considered  correctly  married  yet." 

Both  my  uncles  were  impatient  that 
the  marriage  should  not  be  delayed,  and 
therefore  not  wdthout  a  good  deal  of  per- 
suasion, I  succeeded  in  getting  Theresa  to 

fix  the  day  for which  gave  us  exactly 

six    weeks     to     make     our     preparations. 
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With  less  time  we  could  hardly  do. 
There  were  not  only  two  houses  to  be 
sought  and  furnished  (Dick  being  resolved 
that  Theresa  and  Conny  should  both 
begin  the  duties  of  housekeeping  at  the 
same  time)  but  there  were  two  trousseaux 
to  be  got  ready,  for  as  one  of  us  very 
properly  observed,  "  It  isn't  because  a  girl 
makes  a  runawav  marriag;e  that  she 
doesn't  want  the  same  outfit  that  would 
be  given  her  had  she  been  married 
correctly." 

A  busy  month  that  was  !  Theresca 
went  to  Thistlewood,  but  returned  after 
an  absence  of  a  fortnight  ;  her  father 
declaring  that  no  nonsensical  fastidious- 
ness should  permit  her  to  mope  alone  in 
a  big  house,  which  w^ould  be  all  the 
more  dull,  not  only  because  it  was  the 
home    she    was    to    leave    for    ever,    but 
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because  slie  would  contrast  it  with  the 
cheerfulness  of  the  house  at  Grove  End. 

One  individual  welcomed  her  back^ 
trust   me. 

That,  I  say,  was  a  busy  month.  Two 
houses  had  been  found,  exactly  "suited 
to  the  requirements  of  young  married 
people,"  as  the  landlords  pointed  out  :  one 
house  in  Updown,  which  was  for  Conny ; 
and  one  a  mile  away,  not  very  far  from 
Grove  End,  which  was  for  Theresa.  These 
had  to  be  furnished  ;  and  as  my  uncle 
Tom  had  no  time  to  devote  to  the  work, 
I  was  "  told  off "  to  assist  uncle  Dick. 

And  now  at  Grove  End  Conny  was  to 
be  found  every  day,  helping  her  mother 
to  prepare  for  Theresa's  marriage,  to  get 
together  her  own  trousseau,  to  sympathise 
with  her  cousin's  maidenly  anxieties.  She 
and  I    were    often   together   now  ;    but   so 
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little  did  tlie  memoiy  of  tlie  past  affect 
our  relations — in  short,  so  dead  ^'as  all 
sentiment  between  ns,  that,  though  The- 
resa watched  us  narrowly  (which  she 
afterwards  declared  was  not  true),  not  a 
glance,  not  a  sigh  was  exchanged  upon 
which  the  most  imaginative  jealousy  could 
have  fastened  as  an  excuse  for  a  quarrel. 

My  father  arrived  at  Grove  End  a 
week  before  the  marriage.  Both  my  uncles 
went  to  meet  him  with  the  phaeton.  As 
I  beheld  his  stately  figure  I  felt  that  I 
had  never  sufficiently  admired  him.  He 
certainly  did  look  most  imposing,  dressed 
to  perfection,  his  magnificent  Avhiskers 
taking  a  purple  tint  from  the  sun.  He 
grasped  both  my  hands,  and  I  led  him 
at  once  to  Theresa.  Good  heavens  !  with 
what  inimitable  Q-race  did  he  take  and 
kiss  her  hand  ;  with  which  chivalrous 
VOL.  m.  Q 
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greeting,  however,  she  was  by  no  means 
satisfied,  for  she  insisted  npon  offering  her 
cheek,  which  he  touched  with  the  impe- 
rial air  of  a  potentate  sakiting  a  queen. 
And  a  queen  she  looked  !  and  I  noticed 
with  happy  pride  the  admiration  that 
kindled  in  his  face  as  he  regarded  her. 
Indeed,  I  had  very  good  reason  to  be 
proud  of  both  of  them ;  for  such  a  father 
and  such  a  bride,  I  will  venture  to  say, 
it  has  been  the  lot  of  very  few  men  to 
possess   at  the  same  time. 

My  aunt,  who  had  not  seen  the  major 
for  many  years,  vras  quite  overjDowered 
by  the  reception  he  gave  her  ;  whilst 
honest  Tom  was  so  vain  of  having  his 
military  brother  under  his  roof,  that  for 
very  conceit  he  couldn't  sit  do^Mi,  but 
strode  about  the  room,  jDutting  all  manner 
of    questions   about   France,    the   Emperor, 
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prospects  of  war  with  that  country,  and 
30  forth,  positively  as  if  my  :Qither  were 
a  returned  ambassador,  whose  intimacy 
with  French  affairs  qualified  him  to  raise 
or  depress  the  Funds  with  a  shrug  or  a 
nod. 

One  thing  I  could  predict:  the  presence 
of  the  major  would  entirely  nullify  every 
lingering  feeling  of  humiliation  with 
which    Tom     and     his     wife     mio-ht     still 

o 

regard  Conny's  marriage.  So  gorgeous  a 
relation  could  not  but  absorb  out  of  the 
family  circle  the  remnants  of  degradation 
Conny's  elopement  had  left  behind  it  ; 
and  uncle  Tom  might  well  defy  the 
neighbours  to  sneer  after  having  set  eyes 
on  the  military  representative  of  the 
Hargraves,  with  his  magnificent  whiskers 
and  aquiline  nose,  when  he  should  sit 
by   his    sister-in-law    in    the    carriage,    re- 
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sembling  a  monarcli  on  a  tour  cV inspec- 
tion, or  "wlieii  lie  worshipped  with  lofty 
solemnity   in   the   family   pew. 

The     following     extract     is     from     the 

Updoimi   Mercury    of    ,    185-        I 

subjoin  it  because  the  particulars  it  gives 
are  expressed  in  language  which,  whether 
we  consider  the  beauty  of  its  epithets, 
the  elegance  of  its  construction,  the  ease 
of  its  periods,  or  the  harmony  of  its 
sentences,  is  equally  provocative  of  lasting 
admiration,  and  is  so  superior  to  any- 
thing I  could  write,  that  it  would  be 
injurious  to  the  reputation  of  this  book 
to    omit    it. 

"Fashionable  Marriage. — On  Thursday 
last  our  delightfully -situated  town  was 
thrown  into  a  state  of  unusual  excitement 
by   the    solemnisation    of    the    marriage   of 
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Charles  Hargrave,  Esq.,  son  of  Major 
Hargraye,  and  nephew  of  our  respected 
fellow-townsman,  Thomas  Hargrave,  Esq., 
to  Theresa,  only  child  of  Eichard  Har- 
grave, Esq.,  of  Thistlewood.  The  whole 
of  the  population  turned  out  to  celebrate 
the  joyous  occasion.  The  noble  and 
ancient  gateway  in  High  Street  was 
elegantly  draped  with  flags,  and  a 
triumphal  arch  of  great  beauty  was 
erected  at  the  bottom  of  Grove  End  Lane. 
The  church  was  densely  packed,  and  an 
immense  concourse  of  people  assembled 
around  the  doors  to  witness  the  bridal 
party  leave  the  sacred  edifice.  The  bride 
wore  a  magnificent  robe  of  white  satin, 
and  looked,  to  quote  the  words  of  a 
■celebrated    bard, 

*  Beautiful  exceedingly.* 

The     dresses     of     the     bridesmaids     were 
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beyond  praise,  and  elicited  murmurs  of 
admiration.  The  service  was  read  impres- 
sively by  the  rector,  assisted  by  the 
Eeverend  John  Cattle,  M.A.  :  Mr.  Abra- 
hams presided  at  the  organ.  The  bridal 
party  left  the  church  and  were  driven 
to  Grove  End,  where  a  recherche  break- 
fast awaited  the  happy  guests.  The 
usual  toasts  were  eloquently  proposed  and 
eloquently  responded  to.  We  must  not 
forget  to  say  that  the  breakfast  involved 
a  double  celebration ;  the  other  happy 
pair  being  Theodore  Curling,  Esq.,  of 
London,  and  Constance,  the  only  child 
of  Thomas  Ilargrave,  Esq.  Much  amuse- 
ment was  created  by  the  very  droll 
speech  delivered  by  ]\Ir.  Richard  Hargrave 
in  proposing  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Curling;  and  hearty  and  cordial  was 
the     applause    that    greeted     the    few   but 
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Qfraceful  words  witli  which  Mr.  Curlino- 
acknowledg-ed  the.  honour  that  was 
done  him  and  his  fair  bride. 

^'  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Charles  Hargrave 
left  Grove  End  for  the  railway  station 
at  Updown  at  one  o'clock,  en  route  for 
the  south  of  France,  where  we  believe 
it  is  their  intention  to  pass  the  honey- 
moon. Our  best  wishes  follow  them 
into  their  blissful  though  temporary 
retirement  ;  nor  can  we  close  this  inade- 
quate notice  of  the  auspicious  event, 
without  tendering  our  respectful  congratu- 
lations to  the  parents  of  the  vouno- 
people  whom  the  marriage  cements  with 
new   and  indissoluble   domestic  ties." 

Here  I  lay  down  my  pen,  ha'sdng 
brought  as  much  of  the  story  of  my 
life  as  I  meant  to  relate,  to   an   end. 

Though  I  want  you  to  accept  the  book 
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as  a  work  of  fiction,  wlio  knows  wlietlier 
tiiere  may  not  be  a  great  deal  of  trutli 
in  it  ?  But  whctlier  there  is  or  not,  one 
thing  is  certain — there  is  no  moral  in  the 
story :  and  if  this  is  not  a  literary  excel- 
lence of  a  very  high  order,  perhaps  some- 
body will  tell  me  what  is. 

A  little  more,  perhaps,  might  be  said 
about  Curling  and  his  wife,  if  I  were  not 
sure  that  you  had  long  ago  settled  in 
your  mind  that  Curling  would  one  day 
become  good  friends  with  his  mother-in- 
law.  If  I  add  that  at  this  time  of 
writing,  he  has  been  a  partner  for  seven 
years  in  the  banking  firm  of  Hargrave 
and  Co.,  the  sequel  of  his  matrimonial 
adventure  will  be  as  fully  related  as  if 
a  volume  were  devoted  to  that  purpose. 

THE    END. 
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The  Standard,  Sept.  28,  '1874. 
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Demy  8vo.  nmncrous  Illustrations,  cloth  extra. 

TURKISTAN. 

NOTES  OF  A  JOURNEY  IN  THE  RUSSIAN    PROVINCES   OF 

CENTRAL   ASIA  AND   THE    KHANATES   OF 

BOKHARA  AND   KOKAND. 

BY  EUGENE    SCHUYLER,  Secretary  of  American  Legation, 
St.  Petersburg. 

A    MANUAL    OF    PRECIOUS    STONES    AND 
ANTIQUE    GEMS. 

BY  HODDER  M.  WESTROPP,  Author  of  "  The  Traveller's  Art 

Companion,"  "Pre-Historic  Phases,"  &c. 

Small  post  8vo.,  numerous  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  ds. 


The  Death  of  the  Great  Historian  will  not  affect  the  Completion 
of  this  Important  Work. 

***  Volumes  I.  to  III.  are  now  ready,  and  it  -would  be  difficult  to 

select  any  inore  usefjil  or  appropriate  work 

/or  a  Christmas  Present. 

A     POPULAR     HISTORY     OF     FRANCE,    FROM 
THE  EARLIEST  TIMES. 

By  AI.  GUIZOT,  Author  of  "  The  History  of  Civilization  in 
Europe,"  &c. 

WITH  numerous  illustrations  by  a.  de  neuville. 

Translated  by  ROBERT  BLACK,  M.A. 

Volumes  I.  to  III.,  royal  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  each  245.,  now  ready. 
(Volume  IV.  is  in  progress.) 

The  Times  says :— "  M.  Guizot  possesses  pre-eminently  the  historic 
faculty.  For  the  past  there  are  few  guides  so  trustworthy,  and  none  who 
interpret  history  more  faithfully  than  the  illustrious  author  of  '  The  History 
of  Civilization.'  He  lifts  the  mind  to  heights  of  histor^^  He  unfolds  it  as 
a  drama,  which  interests  young  and  old.  The  careful  study  of  such  a  work 
as  Guizot's  '  France '  is  an  important  element  in  culture  and  training.  It  is 
impossible  to  over-estimate  the  importance  of  a  history  where  facts  are 
chosen  to  illustrate  principles  and  enforce  great  truths  ;  where  there  is  a 
continuous  protest  in  favour  of  liberty,  whether  political,  intellectual,  or 
religious,  and  where  good  and  evil  are  not  tampered  with  to  suit  party 
purposes',  but  the  historian  is  as  impartial  and  open  to  the  reception  of  truth 
as  he  hopes  to  make  the  students  who  follow  his  pages.  The  work  supplies  a 
want  which  has  long  been  felt,  and  it  ought  to  be  in  the  hands  of  all  students 
of  history.  We  cannot  doubt  that  it  will  meet  with  the  same  favourable 
reception  in  England  which  has  already  attended  its  publication  in  France." 


CRUSTS.      A    SETTLER'S    FARE    DUE    SOUTH 
OR,   LIFE    IN   NEW   ZEALAND. 

BY    LAURENCE    J.    KENNAWAY. 
Crown  8vo.,  Illustrations  by  the  Author,  cloth  extra,  5^. 
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BRYANT'S  POPULAR  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES. 

A    POPULAR    HISTORY    OF    THE 

UNITED    STATES. 

Bv  WILLIAM   CULLEN  BRYANT,  assisted  bv  SYDNEY 

HOWARD  GAY. 

To  be  profusely  Illustrated  with  numerous  Engravings  on  Steel 

and  Wood,  after  designs  by  the  best  artists. 

Messrs.  Sampson  Low  and  Co.  beg  to  announce  that  they  have  arranged 
•with  the  American  publishers  for  the  simultaneous  publication  of  a  Popular 
Historj-  of  the  United  States  by  William  CuUen  Bryant,  assisted  by  Sydney 
Howard  Gay.  The  work  is  to  begin  with  the  earliest  authentic  history  of 
the  Western  Continent — though  not  ignoring  the  earlier  mythical  period — 
and  to  come  down  to  the  close  of  the  first  century  of  American  Inde- 
pendence. It  will  occupy  four  or  five  volumes,  and  is  to  be  profusely  and 
largelj-  illustrated  from  original  designs. 

The  aim  of  the  publishers  and  authors  is  to  supply  a  want  which  has  long 
been  felt  by  the  reading  public,  and  is  well  understood  \)y  booksellers. 
Admirable  histories  of  America,  of  the  United  States,  of  different  portions 
of  both,  and  of  many  distinguished  men  whose  lives  at  one  time  or  another 
have  helped  to  make  those  histories,  have  been  written,  and  are  familiar  to 
scholars.  Some  of  them  cover  one  period  and  some  another  ;  and  some  are 
more,  some  less,  full  and  exhaustive.  But  a  popular  historj-,  in  the  true 
sense  of  that  term,  one  that  shall  be  instructive  through  the  sense  of  sight  as 
well  as  through  the  labour  of  perusal  ;  one  which  is  sought  for  hy  that  im- 
mense number  of  readers  with  whom  literature  is  not  a  profession,  but  who 
choose  to  be  well  informed  in  the  history  of  their  own  and  other  countries, 
however  much  their  lives  may  be  absorbed  in  other  pursuits — a  popular  his- 
tory of  this  sort,  compendious  and  not  appalling  from  its  size,  accurate  with- 
out being  tedious,  and  one  that  at  the  same  time  shall  be  attractive  by  its 
appeal  to  the  love  of  the  picturesque  and  the  artistic,  has  as  yet  no  exist- 
ence Such  it  is  meant  Bryant's  "  History  "  shall  be,  and  the  name  of  that 
distinguished  author  is  an  assurance  of  its  success. 

L  A  O  C  O  O  N  ; 

AN!  ESSAY  UPON  THE   LIMITS  OF  PAINTING  AND  POETRY, 

WITH  REMARKS  ILLUSTRATIYE   OF  YARIOUS  POINTS 

IN   THE    HISTORY  OF  ANCIENT   ART. 

By  GoTTHOLD  Ephr.\i.m  Lessing. 
A  new  translation  by  Ellen  Frothi.ngham,  crown  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  ^s. 

Croivn  Zvc,  cloth  extra,  price  los.  6d. 

TE    ROU;    OR,    THE    MAORI    AT   HOME. 

A  TALE.     Exhibiting  the  Social  Life,  Manners,  Habits,  and  Customs  of 

:«^-     the  Maori  Race  in  New  Zealand  prior  to  the  introduction 

of  civilization  amongst  them. 

Bv  JOHN  WHITE,  Native  Interpreter,  Auckland;  forjuerly  Resident 

Magistrate  at  IVanganui,  atui  Native  Land  Purchase  Commissioner. 

Nexv  Work  by  Rev.  Edward  Bickersteth. 

THE     SHADOWED     HOME, 

AND   THE   LIGHT   BEYOND. 

Notice.— ^«  entirely  New  Edition  at  a  lower  price. 

PLUTARCH'S   LIVES. 

An  entirely  new  and   Library  Edition,   Edited  by  A.    H.    Clolgh,    Esq. 
5  vols.  8vo.,  £7.  10s. ;  half  morocco,  top  gilt,  £3. 


vi  Sampson  Lo7v  and  Co.'s 

NOVEL  BINDING. 

Printed  in  colours  and  enamelled,  quite  stnooth,  and  free  from  finger- 
marks and  adhesiveness. 

THE      ROSE      LIBRARY. 

POPULAR  LITERATURE  OF  ALL  COUNTRIES. 

I  HIS  Series  has  been  commenced  with  the  view  of  presenting  to 
English  readers  in  the  cheapest  j>ossible  form,  works  by  the  best 
writers  in  English,  American,  French,  and  German  popular 
literature.  The  works  chosen  being  intended  for  family  reading, 
and  for  readers  of  all  ages,  it  is  almost  needless  to  say  that  the  greatest  care 
will  be  taken  in  the  selection,  so  that  nothing  shall  be  introduced  which  is 
not  calculated  to  amuse  innocently,  to  interest,  and  to  instruct.  Owing  to 
the  doubtful  reputation  which  French  literature  has  (in  many  instances 
quite  deservedly)  obtained  in  this  country,  it  has  become  a  fashion  to  ex- 
clude it  wholly  from  the  family  library.  In  so  doing,  we  hope  to  prove  by 
our  selection  that  many  English  readers  have  thus  been  shut  out  from  a 
source  of  amusement  and  instruction  quite  as  innocent  and  pure  as  is  to  be 
found  in  the  literature  of  any  country. 

One  of  the  special  features  of  this  series,  which,  it  is  hoped^  will  commend 
itself  to  all  readers,  is  its  price,  which  will  rarely  exceed 

ONE    SHILLING  EACH    VOLUME. 

I   Another  special  and  attractive  feature  is  that  many  of  the  volumes 
will  contain 

NJUMEROUS     FULL-PAGE    AND     SMALLER 
ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The  following  Volumes  are  now  ready. 

I.     SEAGULL    ROCK. 

By  Jules    Sandeau,   of  the   French  Academy.     Translated   by  Robert 

Black,   M.A, 

*j,*  This  little  volume  contains  7nany  of  the  Illustrations  which  are  in 

the  handsome  Edition  published  two  years  ago. 

"  A  story  more  fascinating,  more  replete  with  the  most  frolicing  fun,  the 
most  harrowing  scenes  of  suspense,  distress,  and  hair-breadth  escapes  from 
danger,  was  seldom  before  written,  published,  or  read." — Athen^um. 

"  It  deserves  to  please  the  new  nation  of  boys  to  whom  it  is  presented." — 
Times. 

"  The  very  best  French  story  for  children  we  have  ever  seen."— Standard, 

"  A  delightful  treat" — Illustrated  London  News. 

"  Admirable,  full  of  life,  pathos,  and  fun It  is  a  striking  and 

attractive  book." — Guardian. 

N.B. — A  few  copies  of  th£  best  Edition,  printed  on  toned  large  paper  and 
in  large  type,  beautifully  bound,  -js.  6d.,  still  on  hand. 

II.     LITTLE    WOMEN. 

By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 
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The  Rose  lAhrdsy— continued. 

III.  LITTLE   WOMEN   WEDDED. 

(Forming  a  Sequel  to  the  above.) 

Notice. — The  immense  popularity  which  immediately  followed  the  first 
introduction  of  this  work  (originally  published  as  one  consecutive  story)  by 
the  present  publishers,  led  Jther  publishers  to  appropriate  it,  divide  into  t7uo^ 
shilling  volumes  under  titles  quite  unauthorized  by  the  author,  and  then  puff 
them  off  as  a  marvel  of  cheapness.  The  present  volumes,  and  others  which 
the  present  publishers  propose  to  issue,  will  certainly  compete  with  any  such 
surreptitious  issues,  not  only  in  quality,  but  in  price.  On  this  subject  we  beg 
to  add  a  quotation  from  the  Spectator  :— 

"  We  may  be  allowed  to  add  that  Messrs.  Low's  is  the  'Author's  edition.' 
We  do  not  commonly  make  these  announcements,  but  everyone  is  bound  to 
defeat,  as  far  as  he  can,  the  efforts  of  those  enterprising  persons  who  proclaim 
with  much  unction  the  sacred  duty  of  fiot  letting  an  American  author  get  his 
proper  share  of  profits." 

IV.  THE  HOUSE  ON  WHEELS; 
OR,  FAR  FROM  HOME. 

By  Madame  de  Stolz. 
With  numerous  very  graphic  Full-Page  Illustrations. 

V.     LITTLE     MEN. 

By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

VI.     THE    OLD-FASHIONED    GIRL. 

By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 
Notice. — These  two  volumes,  being  copyright,  cannot  be  reproduced,  as 
"  Little  Women/'  has  been,  by  any  other  house.     The  public  and  the  trade 
will  therefore  see  the  advantage  of  purchasing  Miss  Alcott's  four  volumes  in 
one  uniform  series. 

I  New  copyright  work  by  the  A uthor  of  "  Arthur  Bonnycastle." 

VII.     THE    MISTRESS    OF    THE    MANSE. 

By  J.  G.  Holland  ("Timothy  Titcomb"),  Author  of  "Arthur  Bonny- 
castle,"  ike.  [This  work  is  copyright. 

VIII.       TIMOTHY     TITCOMB'S      LETTERS     TO 
YOUNG   PEOPLE,    SINGLE   AND    MARRIED. 

Notice. — The  Volumes  in  this  Series  are  also  published  in  a  more  expen- 
sive form  on  fine  toned  paper,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  at  -zs.  6d.  or  3.^.  6d. 
each,  according  to  size,  &c. 


In  Two  Volu7Hes,  cro^vn  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  ixs. 

AN  HISTORICAL  AND  STATISTICAL  ACCOUNT 
OF   NEW    SOUTH   WALES. 

Fourth  Edition,  thoroughly  revised,  bringing  the  history  and  condition 
of  the  colony  down  to  the  year  1874,  with  an  Account  of  the  recent  remarkable 
Mineral  Discoveries  of  Gold,  Copper,  and  Tin  in  its  Territories. 

By  John  Dunmore  Lang,  U.  D.,  A.  M.,  recently  one  of  the  Repre- 
sentaiizes  of  the  City  of  Sydney,  in  the  Parliament  of  New  South  Wales,  &-V. 


viil     Samps 071  Low  and  Co.'s  List  of  New  Books. 

New  IVork,  nnifor^tt  with  the  ys.  td.  Edition  of  Verne  s  Works. 

THE  FANTASTIC  HISTORY  OF  THE 
CELEBRATED  PIERROT; 

Written  by  the  Magician  Alcofribas,  and  translated  from  the  Sogdien  by 
Alfred  Assollant,  with  upwards  of  One  Hundred  humorous  Illustrations 
by  Yan'  Dargent.     Square  crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  7^.  (>d. 

"Terribly  thrilling  and  absolutely  harmless."—  Times. 

JULES  YERNES  WONDERFUL  BOOKS. 

"  M.  Verne  exaggerates  scientific  possibilities  into  romance  in  a  way  so 
natural  and  charming  that  even  sober  men  and  women  are  fascinated  by  his 
extravagance." — British  Quarterly  Revieiv. 

"These  tales  are  verj'  popular  in  France,  and  as  the  love  of  the  mar\'el- 
lous  is  no  stronger  in  French  than  in  English  boys,  they  will,  no  doubt,  be 
well  appreciated  by  the  latter,  especially  as  they  are  full  of  pictures." — 
Times. 

Two  new  books  by  yules  Verne. 

A   FLOATING    CITY   AND    THE    BLOCKADE 
RUNNERS. 

Containing   Fifty  very  fine    Full-Page   Illustrations.      Square  crown  8vo., 
cloth,  gilt  edges,  7^.  6d. 

DR.  OX'S  EXPERIMENT;  MASTER  ZACHARIUS; 

A    DRAMA    IN    THE    AIR;    A    WINTER 

AMID    THE    ICE,   &c. 

Numerous  Full-Page  Illustrations.     Cloth,  gilt  edges,  js.  6d. 
See  A  Iphabetical  List  for  rest  of  Vertie's  Works. 


NEW  NOVELS. 

HARRY  HEATHCOTE  OF  GANGOIL. 

A  Storj-  of  Bush  Life  in  Australia.  By  Akthonv  Trollope.  In  one 
Volume,  with  graphic  Illustrations,  crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

THE    VILLAGE    SURGEON. 

A  Fragment  of  Autobiography.  By  Arthur  Locker,  Author  of  "Sweet 
Seventeen,"  "Stephen  Scudamore,"  "On  a  Coral  Reef,"  &c.  One  Volume, 
crown  Svo.,  cloth,  icy.  6d. 

OVER   THE    HILLS    AND    FAR    AWAY. 

By  C.  Evans,  Author  of  "A  Strange  Friendship."  One  Volume,  crown 
Svo.,  cloth  extra,  lor.  6d. 

THE    MASTERS   OF    CLAYTHORPE. 

By  the  Author  of  "  Only  Eve."   Three  Volumes,  crown  Svo.,  cloth,  31^.  6d. 

OUT    OF   THE   WORLD.     A  Novel. 

By  Mary  Healv,  Author  of  "Lake  Ville,"  "A  Summer's  Romance," 
&c.     Three  Volumes,  crown  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  31.^.  6d. 

A   ROMANCE    OF    ACADIA    TWO 
CENTURIES   AGO. 

From  a  Sketch  by  the  late  Charles  Knight.  In  Three  Volumes,  crown 
Svo.,  2is.  6d. 


Crown  Buildings,  i88,  Fleet  Street, 

London,  October,  1874. 
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PUBLISHING   BY 

SAMPSON  LOW^  MARSTON3  LOW^  &  SEARLE. 

ALPHABETICAL   LIST. 
BBOTT  (J.  S.  C.)  History  of  Frederick  the  Great, 

with  numerous  Illustrations.    8vo.     \l.  is. 

About    in   the    World,   by   the   author   of   "  The 
Gentle  Life."     Crown  8vo.  bevelled  cloth,  4th  edition.     6f. 

Adamson  (Rev.  T.  H.)   The   Gospel  according    to    St. 

Matthew,  expounded.     8vo.     xis. 
Adventures  of  a  Young  Naturalist.     By  Lucien  Biart, 

with   117  beautiful   Illustrations   on  Wood.      Edited   and   adapted  by 
Parker  Gillmore.    Post  8 vo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  new  edition,  75.  6^. 

Adventures  of  a  Brownie.     See  Craik,  Mrs. 

Adventures  on  the  Great  Hunting  Grounds  of  the  World, 

translated    from  the  French   of  Victor  Meunier,  with  engravings,   2nd 
edition.     5J. 

"  The  book  for  all  boys  in  whom  the  love  of  travel  and  adventure  is 
strong.  They  will  find  here  plenty  to  amuse  them  and  much  to  instruct 
them  besides." — Times. 

Aikin-Kortright   (Fanny.)       A    Little    Lower   than   the 
Angels.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     3^.  6^. 

Alcott,  (Louisa  M.)  Aunt  Jo's  Scrap-Bag.    Square  i6mo, 

i,s.  6d. 

Cupid  and  Chow-Chow.     Small  post  8vo.     t,s.  6d. 

Little   Men  :    Life  at  Plumfield  with  Jo's   Boys. 

By  the  author  of  "  Little  Women."     Small  post  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  edges, 
3J.  6d.     Cheap  edition,  cloth,  2s.  ;  fancy  boards,  rs.  6d. 

Little   Women.     Complete  in   i  vol.  fcap.     3^.   6d. 


Cheap  edition,  2  vols,  cloth,  2s.  ;  boards,  \s.  6d.  each. 

Old  Fashioned  Girl,  best  edition,  small  post  8vo.  cloth 

extra,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. ;  Low's  Cop>T:ight  Series,  u.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 
A  2 
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Alcott,  (Louisa  M.)  Work,    A  Story  of  Experience.    New 

Edition.     In  One  volume,  small  post  8yo.,  cloth  extra.     6s.     Several  Il- 
lustrations. 

Shawl  Straps.     Small  post  8vo.    CI.  extra,  gilt,  y.  6d. 


Alexander  (Sir  James  E.)  Bush  Fighting.     Illustrated  by 

Remarkable  Actions  and    Incidents  of  the  Maori  War.     With  a  Map, 
Plans,  and  Woodcuts,     i  vol.  demy  8vo.  pp.  328,  cloth  extra,  j6s. 

Alexander   (W.    D.    S.)    The    Lonely   Guiding   Star.     A 

Legend  of  the  Pyrenean   Mountains   and   other  Poems.      Fcap.    8vo 
cloth.     5J. 

Amphlett    (John.)      Under   a   Tropical  Sky :    a  Holiday 
Trip  to  the  "West  Indies.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,     ^s.  6d. 

Andersen  (Hans  Christian)  The  Story  of  My  Life.    8vo. 

loj.  6d. 

Fairy  Tales,  with  Illustrations  in  Colours  by  E.  V.  B. 


Royal  4to.  cloth.     1/.  5 J. 

Andrews  (Dr.)  Latin-English  Lexicon.  13th  edition. 
Royal  8vo.  pp.  1,670,  cloth  extra.     Price  i8,f. 

"  The  best  Latin  Dictionary,  whether  for  the  scholar  or  advanced 
student. " — Spectator. 

"  Every  page  bears  the  impress  of  industry  and  care." — Atk^naum. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Queen  and  Roy*  Family,  collected  and 
edited  by  J.  G.  Hodgiks,  with  Illustrations.  New  edition,  revised  by 
John  Times.     5J. 

Angell  (J.  K.)  A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Highways.    8vo. 

Second  Edition,     i/.  5J. 

Anglo-Scottish  Year  Book,  The,  for  1874.     By  Robert 

Kempt.  A  Handbook  of  the  Patriotic  Institutions,  Learned  and  Social 
Societies,  Clubs,  &c.,  in  London,  connected  with  Scotland,  number  of 
Members,  place  and  date  of  Meeting.     Fcap.  8vo.     is. 

Arctic  Regions  (The).     Illustrated.     See  Bradford. 

German  Polar  Expedition.     See  Koldeway. 

Explorations.     See  Markham. 

Art,   Pictorial   and    Industrial,  Vol.  i,   il.  lis.  6d.    Vols, 
and  3,  iSx.  each. 

Ashton  (Frederick  T.)  The  Theory  and  Practice  of  the 
Art  of  Designing  Fancy  Cotton  and  Woollen  Cloths  from 
Sample.     With  fifty-two  Illustrations.     Folio.     2/.  10s. 
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Atmosphere  (The).     See  Flammarion. 

Auerbach    (Berthold).       Waldfried.      Translated   from   the 

German.     3  vols,  crown  Svo.     31J.  6d. 

Australian  Tales,  by  the  "  Old  Boomerang."     Post  Svo.     5^. 


an   Autobiography.     By  E.   Dyne  Fentox, 

Author  of  "  Sorties  from  '  Gib'  in  Quest  of  Sensation  and 
^  Sentiment,"  '"  Eve's  Daughters,"  &c.     3  vols,  crown  Svo. 

e)  3 1  J.  6d. 

BACK-LOG  Studies,     ^t-^  Warner. 

Backward  Glances.     Edited  by  the  Author  of  "  Episodes  in 

an  Obscure  Life."     Small  post  Svo-,  cloth  extra.     ~.s. 

Baldwin  (J.  D.)  Prehistoric  Nations.     i2mo.     ^.  6d. 

Ancient  America,  in  notes  of  American  Archaeology. 


CrowTi  Svo.     10s.  td. 

Bancroft's  History  of  America.  Library  edition,  vols,  i  to  9, 

Svo.     5/.  8.r. 

History  of  America,  Vol.  X.  (completing  the  Work.) 

Svo.     1 2 J.  \_In  tJie  press. 

Barber  (E.  C.)  The  Crack  Shot.     Post  Svo.    8j.  dd. 

Barnes's  (Rev.  A.)  Lectures  on  the  Evidences  of  Christi- 
anity in  the  19th  Century.    i2mo.     -]$.  6d. 

Bamum   (P.  T.)   Struggles  and   Triumphs.      Crown  Svo. 

Fancj'  boards.     2s.  6d. 

Barrington  (Hon.  and  Rev.  L.J.)  From  Ur  to  Macpelah  ; 

the  Story  of  Abraham.     Crown  Svo. ,  doth,  55. 

THE  BAYARD  SERIES.  Comprising  Plea- 
sure Books  of  Literature  produced  in  the  Choicest 
St}de  as  Companionable  Volumes  at  Home  and 
Abroad. 

Price  zs.  6d.  each  Volume,  complete  in  itself,  printed  at  the  Chisunck  Press, 
bound  by  Burn,  flexible  cloth  extra,  gilt  leaves,  with  silk  Headl>a?ids 
and  Registers. 

The  Story  of  the  ChevaHer  Bayard.     By  M.  De  Bervilie. 
De  Joinville's  St.  Louis,  King  of  France. 
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The  Essays  of  Abraham  Cowley,  including  all  his  Prose 

Works. 

Abdallah;  or,  the  Four  Leaves.  ByEDOUARDLABOULLAYE. 
Table-Talk  and  Opinions  of  Napoleon  Buonaparte. 
Vathek :    An  Oriental  Romance.    By  William  Beckford. 
The  King  and  the  Commons  :    a  Selection  of  Cavalier  and 

Puritaxi  Song.     Edited  by  Prof.  INIorley. 

Words  of  Wellington  :    Maxims  and  Opinions  of  the  Great 
Duke. 

Dr.  Johnson's  Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia.    With  Notes. 
Hazlitt's  Round  Table.     With  Biographical  Introduction. 

The  Religio  Medici,  Hydriotaphia,  and  the  Letter  to  a 

Friend.     By  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  Knt. 

Ballad  Poetry  of  the  Affections.     By  Robert  Buchanan. 

Coleridge's  Christabel,  and  other  Imaginative  Poems.      With 

Preface  by  Algernon-  C.  Swinburne. 

Lord   Chesterfield's    Letters,    Sentences    and    Maxims. 

With  Introduction  by  the  Editor,  and  Essay  on  Chesterfield  by  M.  De 
Ste.  Beuve,  of  the  French  Academy. 

Essays  in  Mosaic.     By  Thos.  Ballantyne. 

My   Uncle   Toby;    his    Story  and  his   Friends.      Edited 
by  P.  Fitzgerald. 

Reflections  ;    or.  Moral  Sentences  and  Maxims  of  the  Duke 
de  la  Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates,  Memoirs  for  English  Readers  from  Xenophon's 

Memorabilia.     By  Edw.  Levien. 

Prince  Albert's  Golden  Precepts. 

A  suitable  Case  containing  12  volumes,  price  31^.  td.  ;  ortJie  Case  separate, 
price  3J.  6d. 

*'  We  can  hardly  imagine  a  better  book  for  boys  to  read  or  for  men  to 
ponder  over." — Times. 


Beecher  (Henry  Ward,  D.  D.)  Life  Thoughts.    \2vsxo.2s.(id. 

Sermons  Selected.     i2mo.     Zs,  6d. 

Norwood.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

(Dr.  Lyman)  Life  and  Correspondence  of.    2  vols. 

post  8vo.     1/.  iJ. 
Bees  and  Beekeeping.    By  the  Times' Beemaster.    Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.     New  Edition,  with  additions.     2s.  6d. 
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Bell  (Rev.  C.  D.)  Faith  in  Earnest.     i8mo.     \s.  6d. 

Blanche  Nevile.     Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

Bellows  (A.  J.)  The  Philosophy  of  Eating.      Tost   8vo. 

How  not  to  be  Sick,  a  Sequel  to  Philosophy  of 

Eating.     Post  8vo.     -js.  6d. 

Better  than  Gold.     By  Mrs.   Arnold,  Author  of  "His  by 

Right,"  &c.     In  3  volumes,  crown  8vo.,  31^.  6d. 

Benedict  (F.  L.)  Miss  Dorothy's  Charge.   3  vols.    31X.  6d. 
Biart    (L.)   Adventures    of   a   Young    Naturalist.      (See 

Adventures.) 

Bickersteth's  Hymnal  Companion  to  Book  of  Common 
Prayer. 

The  folloTving  Editions  are  now  ready  : — 

s.  d. 
No.  I.  A  Small-tj'pe  Edition,  medium  32mo.  cloth  limp  o  6 
No.  I.   B  ditto  roan  limp,  red  edges         . .     10 

No.  I.  C  ditto  morocco  limp,  gilt  edges  . .    2    o 

No.  2.  Second-size  t;>'pe,  super-royal  32mo.  cloth  limp    . .     10 
No.  2.  A  ditto  roan  limp,  red  edges         . .     20 

No.  2.  B  ditto  morocco  Ump,  gilt  edges  . .     30 

No.  3.  Large-type  Edition,  crow-n  8vo.  cloth,  red  edges  ..26 
No.  3.  A  ditto  roan  limp,  red  edges         ..36 

No.  3.  B  ditto  morocco  limp,  gilt  edges  . .     56 

No.  4.  Large-type  Edition,  crown  8vo.  with  Introduction 

and  Notes,  cloth,  red  edges  36 

No.  4.  A  ditto  roan  limp,  red  edges        . .     46 

No.  4.  B  ditto  morocco,  gilt  edges  ..66 

No.  5.  Crown  8vo.   -wdth  accompanying  Tunes  to  every 

Hymn,  New  Edition 30 

No.  5.  A  ditto  with  Chants 40 

No.  5.  B  The  Chants  separately         16 

No.  6.  Penny  Edition. 

Fcap.  4to.     Organisu'  edition.     Cloth,  7s.  6d. 

%*  A  liberal  allovjance  is  made  to  Clergymen  introducing 
the  Hymnal. 

tS'  The  Book  of  Common  Prayed,  bound  with  The  Hymnal  Com- 
panion.    32mo.  cloth,  qd.     And  in  various  superior  bindings. 

Bickersteth  (Rev.  E.  H.,  M.A.)  The  Reef,  and  other  Para- 
bles. One  Volume  square  8vo.,  with  numerous  very  beautiful  En- 
gravings, uniform  in  character  with  the  Illustrated  Edition  of  Heber's 
Hymns,  &c.,  price  "js.  6d. 
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Bickersteth   (Rev.   E.   H.,    M.A.)  The  Master's  Home- 
Call;  Or,  Brief  Memorials  of  Alice  Frances  Bickersteth.     3rd 

Edition.     32010.  cloth  gilt.     rs. 

"  They  recall  in  a  touching  manner  a  character  of  which  the  religious 
beauty  has  a  warmth  and  grace  almost  too  tender  to  be  definite." — T/ie 
Guardian. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Rock.     A  Selection  of  Reli- 


gious Poetry.     i8mo.    Cloth  extra.     2s.  6d. 

Bida,    The   Authorized   Version   of  the    Four   Gospels. 

With  the  whole  of  the  magnificent  etchings  on  steel,  after  the  drawmgs 
by  M.  Bida. 

It  is  intended  to  publish  each  Gospel  separately,  and  at  intervals  of 
from  six  to  twelve  months  ;  and  in  order  to  preserve  uniformity,  the  price 
will  in  the  first  instance  be  fixed  at  ;^3  3^-.  each  volume,  large  imperial 
quarto.  The  Gospels  of  St.  Matthew  and  St.  Luke  contain  more 
etchings  and  more  letterpress  than  St.  Mark  and  St.  John  ;  it  must  be 
understood  that  at  the  expiration  of  three  months  from  the  first  issue  of 
each  of  these  two  volumes,  the  price  (if  purchased  separately)  will  be 
raised  to  four  guineas.  This  extra  charge  will,  however,  be  allowed  at 
any  time  to  all  bona  fide  purchasers  of  the  four  volumes. 

The  Gospel  of  St.  John,  appropriately  bound  in  cloth  extra,  price 
£1  35.,  is  now  ready  ;  the  first  volume  issued. 

Bishop  (J.  L.)  History  of  American  Manufacture.     3  vols. 

8vo.     2/.  5J. 
(J.  P.)  First  Book  of  the  Law.     8vo.     i/.  i.f. 


Bits  of  Talk  about  Home  Matters.    By  H.  H.   Fcap.  8vo. 

cloth  gilt  edges.    3.^. 

Black  (Wm.)  Uniform  Editions  : 

Kilmeny  :  a  Novel.     Small  Post  8vo.  cloth.     6s. 

In  Silk  Attire.     3rd  and  cheaper  edition,   small  post 

8vo.    6s. 

"  A  work  which  desen-es  a  hearty  welcome  for  its  skill  and  power  in 
delineation  of  character." — Saturday  Revievj. 

A  Daughter  of   Heth.       nth   and   cheaper   edition, 

crown'Svo.,  cloth  extra.     6s.     With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Walker,  A.R.A. 
"  If  humour,  sweetness,  and  pathos,  and  a  storj^  told  with  simplicity 
and  \-igour,   ought  to  insure  success,  '  A  Daughter  of  Heth '  is  of  the 
kind  to  deserve  it." — Saturday  Revie^jj. 

Black  (C.  B.)  New  Continental  Route  Guides. 

Guide  to  the  North  of  France,  including  Nor- 
mandy, Brittany,  Touraine,  Picardy,  Champagne,  Burgundy, 
Lorraine,  Alsace,  and  the  Valley  of  the  Loire  ;  Belgium  and  Holland  ; 
the  Valley  of  the  Rhine  to  Switzerland ;  and  the  South-West  of 
Germany,  to  Italy  by  the  Brenner  Pass.  Illustrated  with  numerous 
Maps  and  Plans.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  limp,     gs-  6d. 
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Black  (C.  B.)  New  Continental  Route  Guides. 

Guide    to    Normandy   and    Brittany,   their    Celtic 

Monuments,  Ancient  Churches,  and  Pleasant  Watering- Places.  Illu3- 
txated  with  Maps  and  Plans.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  limp,  ■zs.  6d. 

Guide  to  Belgium  and  Holland,  the    North-East 

of  France,  including  Picardy,  Champagne,  Burgundy,  Lorraine,  and 
Alsace  ;  the  Valley  of  the  Rhine,  to  Switaerland  ;  and  the  South-West 
of  Germany,  to  Italy,  by  the  Brenner  Pass,  with  Description  of  Vienna. 
Illustrated  with  Maps  and  Plans.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  limp,  s^. 

Paris,    and    Excursions    from    Paris.      Illustrated 

with  numerous  Maps,  Plans,  and  Views.  Small  post  8to.,  cloth  limp, 
price  3J. 

Guide  to  the  South  of  France  and  to  the  North 

of  Italy  :  including  the  Pyrenees  and  their  Watering-Places  ;  the  Health 
Resorts  on  the  Mediterranean  from  Perpignan  to  Genoa  ;  and  the  towns 
of  Turin,  Milan,  and  Venice.  Illustrated  with  Maps  and  Plans.  Small 
post  Svo.,  cloth  limp,  5^. 


Switzerland  and  the  Italian  Lakes.    Small  post  Svo. 

price  IS.  6d. 

Guide  to  France,  Corsica,  Belgium,  Holland,  the 

Rhine,  the  Moselle,  the  South-West  of  Germany,  and  ^  the 
North  of  Italy.  With  numerous  Maps  and  Plans.  Complete  in  One 
Volume.     Limp  cloth,  price  15J. 

Railway   and    Road   Map    of   Switzerland,   West 

Tyrol,  and  the  Italian  Lake  Country.     Boards,  price  i^. 


Blackburn  (H.)   Art  in  the  Mountains  :   the  Story  of  the 

Passion  Play,  with  upwards  of  Fifty  Illustrations.     Svo.     12s. 
Artists  and  Arabs.   With  numerous  Illustrations.   Svo. 

7^.  6d. 

Harz  Mountains  :   a  Tour   in   the  Toy  Country. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     12s. 

Normandy    Picturesque.      Numerous    Illustrations. 


Svo.     x6s. 

Travelling  in  Spain.     With  numerous   Illustrations. 

Svo.     i6s. 

Travelling  in  Spain.     Guide  Book  Edition      i2mo. 

2S.  6d. 

The  Pyrenees.  Summer  Life  at  French  Watering- 
Places.     100  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore,     Royal  Svo.    iSj. 

Blackmore  (R.  D.)  Lorna  Doone.  New  edition.  Crown, 
Svo.  6s. 

"  The  reader  at  times  holds  his  breath,  so  graphically  yet  so  simply 
does  John  Ridd  tell  his  tale  .  .  .  .  '  Lorna  Doone '  is  a  work  of  real 
excellence,  and  as  such  we  heartily  commend  it  to  the  pubUc." — Saturday 
Review. 
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Blackmore  (R.  D.)  Cradock  Nowell.    2nd  and  cheaper  edi- 
tion.   6s. 


Clara  Vaughan.     Revised  edition.     6s. 
Georgics  of  Virgil.     Small  4to.    ^.  6d. 


Blackwell  (E.)  Laws  of  Life.    New  edition.    Fcp.     3j-.  6d. 
Boardman's  Higher  Christian  Life.     Fcp.     is.  6d. 
Bonwick  (J.)  Last  of  the  Tasmanians.     8vo.     i6s. 

Daily  Life  of  the  Tasmanians.    8vo.    I2J.  6d. 

Curious  Facts  of  Old  Colonial  Days.    i2mo.   cloth. 

Book  of  Common  Prayer  with  the  Hymnal  Companion. 

32mo.  cloth,     gd.     And  in  various  bindings. 

Books  suitable  for  School  Prizes  and  Presents.     (Fuller 
description  of  each  book  will  be  found  in  the  alphabet.) 

Adventures  of  a  Young  Naturalist,     yj.  6d. 

on  Great  Hunting  Grounds.      5^. 

Allcott's  Aunt  Jo's  Scrap-bag.     3^.  6d. 

Cupid  and  Chow  Chow.     -^s.  6d. 

Old  Fashioned  Girl,    3^.  6d. 

Little  Women,    y.  6d. 

Little  Men.     3J.  6d. 

Shawl  Straps.     3J.  6d. 

Anecdotes  of  the  Queen.    5J. 
Atmosphere  (The).     By  Flammarion.     sot. 

Backw^ard  Glances,     s^- 

Bickersteth  (Rev.  E.  H.)  Shadow  of  the  Rock      2s.  6d, 

Black  (Wm.)  Kilmeny.     6s. 

In  Silk  Attire.     6s. 

• A   Daughter  of  Heth.     &$. 

Blackmore  (R.  D.)  Cradock  Nowell. 

Clara  Vaughan.     6s. 

Lorna  Doone.    6s. 

Burritt's  Ten   Minute  Talk  on  all  sorts  of  Topics.    Sm. 

8yo.    6s. 
Butler's  Great  Lone  Land.     -js.  6d. 
Bayard  Series  (See  Bayard.) 
Changed  Cross  (The).     2s.  6d. 
Child's  Play.     -js.  6d. 
Christ  in  Song.     5^. 
Craik  (Mrs.)  Adventures  of  a  Brownie,    ^s. 
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Books  for  School  Prizes  and  Presents,  continued — 
Craik  ("Mrs.)  Little  Sunshine's  Holiday.     4J. 
Craik  (Miss    The  Cousin  from  India.  4J. 

Miss  Moore.     4^. 

Dana's  Corals  and  Coral  Islands.    21J. 

Two  Years  before  the  Mast.     dr. 

Davies's  Pilgrimage  of  the  Tiber.     i8j. 
De  Witt  (Mad. J  An  Only  Sister.     45. 
Erkmann-Chatrian's,  The  Forest  House.    3J.  6^. 
Faith  Gartney.     3J.  ^d.  cloth;  boards,  \s.  6d. 
Favell  Children  (The).     4J. 

Favourite  English  Poems.    300  Illustration.    21s. 
Forbes  (J.  G.)  Africa  :    Geographical  Exploration  and    Chris- 
tian Enterprise.     Crown  8vo.  cloth.     7^.  6d. 
Franc's  Emily's  Choice.     5^. 

John's  Wife.     ^. 

Marian,     ^s. 

Silken  Cord.     5J. 

Vermont  Vale     5J 

Minnie's  Mission. 

Friswell  (Laura)  The  Gingerbread  Maiden,     y.  6d 

Gayworthys  (The).     3J.  6d. 

Gentle  Life,  (Queen  Edition),     ioj.  6d. 

Gentle  Life  Series.    (.S^^  Alphabet). 

Getting  on  in  the  World.     6s. 

Glover's  Light  of  the  Word.     2s.  6d. 

Hayes  (Dr.)  Cast  Away  in  the  Cold.     6s. 

Healy  (Miss)  The  Home  Theatre.     3^.  6d. 

Henderson's  Latin  Proverbs.     loj.  6d. 

Hugo's  Toilers  of  the  Sea.     ioj.  6d. 

,,  ,,  ,,  6s. 

Jack  Hazard,  by  Trowbridge.     3^.  6d. 
Kingston's  Ben  Burton.     3J.  6d. 
Kennan's  Tent  Life.    6s. 

King's  Mountaineering  in  the  Sierra  Nevada. 
Low's  Edition  of  American  Authors,     is.   6d.  and  2s.  each.     23 

Vols,  published.     See  Alphabet  under  Low. 
Lyra  Sacra  Americana.     4^.  6d. 

Macgregor  John)  Rob  Roy  Books.     (See  Alphabet.) 
Marigold  Manor,  by  Miss  Waring.     4^. 
Maury's  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea      6j. 
Parisian  Family.     5J. 
Phelps  (Miss)  The  Silent  Partner,     sr. 
Picture  Gallery  British  Art.     12^. 
A  3 
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Books  for  School  Prizes  and  Presents,  continued— 
Picture  Gallery  Sacred  Art.     12^. 
Ready,  O  Ready.     By  Captain  AUston,  R.N.     3^.  (>d. 
Reynard  the  Fox.     100  Exquisite  Illustrations.     75   td. 
Sea-GuU  Rock.     79  Beautiful  Woodcuts.     7.$-.  6d. 
Stanley's  How  I  Found  Livingstone.     215. 
Stowe  (Mrs.)  Pink  and  White  Tyranny,     y.  6d. 

Old  Town  Folks.     Cloth  extra  6s.  and  2f  6d. 

Ministers  Wooing.     5J.  ;  boards,  is.  6d. 

Pearl  of  Orr's  Island.     5^. 

My  Wife  and  I.     6^. 

Tauchnitz's  German  Authors.     See  Tauchnitz. 

Tayler  (C.  B.)  Sacred  Records.     2s.  6d. 

Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young  People,     is.  6d.  aud  2s. 

Tw^enty  Years  Ago      4J. 

Under  the  Blue  Sky.     7^.  6d. 

Verne's  Meridiana.     js.  6d. 

Tw^enty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.     los.  6d. 

Whitney's  (Mrs.)  Books.     See  Alphabet. 

Bowles  (T.  G,)  The  Defence  of  Paris,  narrated  as  it  was 
Seen.     8vo.  14.?. 

Bowker  (G.)  St.  Mark's  Gospel.  With  Explanatory'  Notes. 
For  the  Use  of  Schools  and  Colleges.  By  George  Bowker,  late 
Second  INIaster  of  the  Newport  Grammar  School,  Isle  of  Wight,  i  vol. 
foolscap,  cloth. 

Boynton  (Charles   B.,  D.D.)  Navy  of  the  United  States, 

with  Illustrations  of  the  Ironclad  Vessels.    8vo.  2  vols.    2/. 

Bradford  (Wm.)  The  Arctic  Regions.  Illustrated  with 
Photographs,  taken  on  an  Art  Expedition  to  Greenland.  With  Descrip- 
tive Narrative  by  the  Artist.  In  One  Volume,  royal  broadside,  25  inches 
by  20,  beautifully  bound  in  morocco  extra,  price  Twenty-five  Guineas. 

Bremer  (Fredrika)  Life,  Letters,  and  Posthumous  Works. 

CrowTi  Svo.     loj.  6d. 

Brett  (E.)  Notes  on  Yachts.     Fcp.    6s. 

Bristed  (C.   A.)   Five   Years  in   an   English    University. 

Fourth  Edition,  Revised  and  Amended  by  the  Author.   Post  Svo.    10s.  6d. 

Broke  (Admiral  Sir  B.  V.  P.,  Bart.,  K.C.B.)  Biography 

of.      l/. 

Brothers  Rantzau.     ^'tv  Erckmann  Chatrian. 

Browning  (Mrs.  E.  B.)  The  Rhyme  of  the  Duchess  May. 
Demy  410.  Illustrated  with  Eight  Photographs,  after  Drawings  by 
Charlotte  M.  B.  Morrell.     2i.r. 
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Burritt  (E.)   The  Black  Country  and  its  Green  Border 

Land.     Second  edition.     Post  8vo.     6s. 

A  Walk  from  London  to  Land's  End.     Cr.  8vo.  ds. 

Lectures  and  Speeches.     Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  ds. 

Ten-Minute  Talk  on   all  sorts  of  Topics.     With 

Autobiography  of  the  Author.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,     dj. 

Bush  (R.J.)  Reindeer,  Dogs,  and^Snow  Shoes.  8vo.i2i-.6^. 
Bushnell's  (Dr.)  The  Vicarious  Sacrifice.  Post  Svo.  7j.6^. 
Sermons  on  Living  Subjects.      Crown   Svo.  cloth. 


7^.  6d. 

Nature  and  the  Supernatural.     Post  Svo.    3j.  dd, 

Christian  Nurture.     3^-.  dd. 

Character  of  Jesus.     6^. 

The  New  Life.     Cro-.vn  Svo.    y.  6d 

Butler  (W.  F.)  The  Great  Lone  Land ;  an  Account  of  the 

Red  River  Expedition,  1869-1870,  and  Subsequent  Travels  and  Adven- 
tures in  the  Manitoba  Country,  and  a  Winter  Journey  across  the  Sas- 
katchewan Valley  to  the  Rocky  Mountains.  With  Illustrations  and 
Map.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  "js,  6d. 
(The  first  3  Editions  were  in  8vo.  cloth.     i6s.) 

The    Wild    North    Land  :    the   Story   of    a   Winter 

Journey  with  Dogs  across  Northern  North  America.  Demy  Svo.  cloth, 
with  numerous  Woodcuts  and  a  Map.  Fourth  Edition.  iSx. 


ADOGAN     (Lady    A.)    Illustrated     Games    of 

Patience.  By  the  Lady  Adelaide  Cadogan.  Twenty- 
four  Diagrams  in  Colours,  with  Descriptive  Text.  Foolscap 
4to.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  12^.  6d. 

California.     See  Nordhoff. 

Canada  on  the  Pacific :  being  an  account  of  a  journey  from 
Edmonton  to  the  Pacific,  by  the  Peace  River  Valley.  By  Charles 
Horetzky.     Cloth.     5^. 

Carlisle  (Thos.)     The  Unprofessional  Vagabond.     Fcap. 

Svo.  Fancy  boards,     is. 

Ceramic  Art.    See  Jacquemart. 

Changed  Cross  (The)  and  other  Religious  Poems.     2s.  6d, 

Child's  Play,  with  16  coloured  drawings  by  E.  V.  B.  An 
entirely  new  edition,  printed  on  thick  paper,  with  tints,  7^.  6d. 
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Chefs-d'oeuvre  of  Art  and  Master-pieces  of  Engraving, 

selected  from  the  celebrated  Collection  of  Prints  and  Drawings  in  the 
British  Museum.  Reproduced  in  Photography  by  Stephen  Thompson. 
Imperial  folio,  Thirty-eight  Photographs,  cloth  gilt.     4/.  145.  6d. 

China.     See  Illustrations  of. 

Christ  in  Song.  Hymns  of  Immanuel,  selected  from  all  Ages, 
with  Notes.  By  Philip  Schaff,  D.D.  Crown  8vo.  toned  paper, 
beautifully  printed  at  the   Chiswick  Press.     With  Initial  Letters  and 

Ornaments  and  handsomely  bound.     New  Edition.     5J. 

Christabel.     See  Bayard  Series. 

Christmas  Presents.    See  Illustrated  Books. 

Chronicles  of  Castle  of  Amelroy.   4to.   With  Photographic 

Illustrations.     2/.  2J. 

Clara  Vaughan.     See  Blackmore. 

Coffin  (G.  C.)  Our  New  Way  Round  the  World.  8vo.    12s. 

Commons  Preservation  (Prize  Essays  on),  written  in  compe- 
tition for  Prizes  offered  by  Henry  W.  Peek,  Esq.     8vo.     14J. 

Conquered  at  Last ;  from  Records  of  Dhu  Hall  and  its  Inmates; 
A  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  ;  cloth.     31J.  6d. 

Cook  (D.)    Young  Mr.    Nightingale.     A   Novel.     3   vols. 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     31J.  6d. 

Courtship  and  a  Campaign  ;  a  Story  of  the  Milanese  Volun- 
teers of  1866,  under  Garibaldi.     By  M.  Dalin.    2  vols.  cr.  8vo.    2i.y. 

Cradock  Nowell.     See  Blackmore. 

Craik  (Mrs.)  The  Adventures  of  a  Brownie,  by  the  Author 

of  "  John  Halifax,  Gentleman."    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  Miss 
Paterson.     Square  cloth,  extra  gilt  edges.     5.^. 
A  Capital  Book  for  a  School  Prize  for  Children  from  Seven  to  Fourteen. 

Little    Sunshine's   Holiday   (forming  Vol.   l.  of  the 

John  Halifax  Series  of  Girls'  Books).     Small  post  8vo.     4J. 

John  Halifax  Series.     See  Girls'  Books. 

.  Poems.     Crown,  cloth,  ^s. 

(Georgiana  M.)  The   Cousin  from   India,  forming 

Vol  2.  of  John  Halifax  Series.     Small  post  8vo.  4J. 

Only  a   Butterfly.    One  Volume,   crown  8vo.,  cloth, 

10s.  6d. 
Miss  Moore.     Small  post  8vo.,  with  Illustrations,  gilt 


edges.     4S-. 
Without  Kith  or  Kin.    3  vols,  crown  8vo.,  3IJ.  6d. 


—  Hero  Trevelyan.    2  Vols.    Post  Svo.     21s. 
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Craik's  American  Millwright  and  Miller.     With  numerous 

Illustrations.     8vo.     i/.  \s. 

Cruise  of  "The  Rosario.    See  Markham  (A.  H.) 
Cummins  (Maria  S.)  Haunted   Hearts  (Low's  Copyright 

Series).     i6ino.  boards,     u.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2S. 

Curtis's  History  of  the  Constitution  of  the  United  States. 

2  vols.  8vo.     24J. 


[ALTON  (J.  C.)  A  Treatise  on  Physiology  and 
Hygiene  for  Schools,  Families,  and  Colleges,  with 
numerous  Illustrations,     js.  6d. 

Dana  (R.  H.)  Two  Years  before  the  Mast  and 

Twenty-four  years  After.     New  Edition,  with  Notes  and  Revisions. 
i2mo.    6s. 

Dana  (Jas.    D.)   Corals   and   Coral    Islands.       Numerous 

Illustrations,  charts,  &c.     Royal  8vo.  cloth  extra.     21s. 

"Professed  geologists  and  zoologists,  as  well  as  general  readers,  will 
find  Professor  Dana's  book  in  every  way  worthy  of  their  attention." 
— The  Athenceum,  October  12,  1872. 

Darley  (Felix    O.    C.)   Sketches   Abroad  with   Pen   and 

Pencil,  with  84  Illustrations  on  Wood.     Small  4to.     ^s.  6d. 

Daughter  (A)  of  Heth,  by  Wm.  Black.    Eleventh  and  Cheaper 

edition,     i  vol.  crown  8vo.     6s. 

Davies  (Wm.)     The  Pilgrimage  of  the   Tiber,  from  its 

Mouth  to  its  Source  ;  with  some  account  of  its  Tributaries.     8vo.,  with 
many  very  fine  Woodcuts  and  a  Map,  cloth  extra.     i8j. 

Devonshire   Hamlets  ;  Hamlet   1603,  Hamlet  1604.     I  Vol. 

8vo.     "js.  6d. 

De  Witt  (Madame  Guizot).  An  Only  Sister.  Vol.  V. 
of  the  "John  HaHfax"  Series  of  Girls'  Books.  With  Six  Illustrations. 
Small  post  8vo.  cloth.     4^. 

Dhow-Chasing.     See  Sulivan. 

Draper  (John  W.)  Human  Physiology.  Illustrated  with 
more  than  300  Woodcuts  from  Photographs,  &c.  Royal  8vo.  cloth 
extra,     i/.  5^. 

Dream  Book  (The)  with  12  Drawings  in  facsimile  by  E.  V.  B. 

Med.  4to.     i/.  lis.  6d. 

Duer's  Marine  Insurance.     2  vols.     3/.  y. 

Duplais  and  McKennie,  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture  and 
Distillation   of  Alcoholic   Liquors.     With   numerous   Engravings. 

8v0.       2/.   2J. 

Duplessis   (G.)   Wonders  of  Engraving.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  and  Photographs.     8vo.     I2J.  6d. 
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Dussauce  (Professor  H.)  A  New  and  Complete  Treatise 

on  the  Art  of  Tanning.     Royal  Svo.     2/.  loj. 

General  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture  of  Vinegar. 

8vo.     il.  IS. 

NGLISH    Catalogue    of  Books  (The)  Published 

during   1863  to  1871   inclusive,  comprising  also  the  Important 
American  Publications. 

This  Volume,  occupying  over  450  Pages,  shows  the  Titles 
of  32,000  New  Books  and  New  Editions  issued  during  Nine 
Years,  with  the  Size,  Price,  and  Publisher's  Name,  the  Lists  of  Learned 
Societies,  Printing  Clubs,  and  other  Literary  Associations,  and  the  Books 
issued  by  them  ;  as  also  the  Publisher's  Series  and  Collections — altogether 
forming  an  indispensable  adjunct  to  the  Bookseller's  Establishment,  as 
well  as  to  every  Learned  and  Literary  Club  and  Association.  30^.  half- 
bound. 

%*  The  previous  Volume,  1835  to  1862,  of  which  a  very  few  remain  on 
sale,  price  2/.  5^. ;  as  also  the  Index  Volume,  1837  to  1857,  price  i/.  6s. 

Supplements,  1863,   1864,   1865,   y.  6d.  each ;   1866, 


1867  to  1872,  5J.  each. 

Writers,    Chapters   for    Self-improvement    in    English 

Literature  ;  by  the  author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."    6s. 

Matrons  and  their  Profession;  With  some  Con- 
siderations as  to  its  Various  Branches,  its  National  Value,  and  the 
Education  it  requires.  By  M.  L.  F.,  Writer  of  "  My  Life,  and  what 
shall  I  do  with  it."  "  Battle  of  the  Two  Philosophies,"  and  "Strong 
and  Free."    Crown  8vo.,  cloth,  extra,  75.  6d.  [Now  ready. 

Erckmann-Chatrian.     Forest    House     and    Catherine's 

Lovers.     Crown  Svo      3J.  6d. 

The    Brothers    Rantzau :   A   Story   of  the  Vosges. 

2  vols,  crown  Svo.  cloth.  215.  New  Edition,  i  vol.,  profusely  illustra- 
ted.    Cloth  Extra,     si'. 

Evans   (T.  W.)    History   of  the   American   Ambulance, 

Established  in  Paris  during  the  Siege  of  1S70-71.  Together  with  the 
Details  of  its  Method  and  its  Work.  By  Thomas  W.  Evans,  M.D., 
D.  D.  S.  Imperial  8vo.,  with  numerous  illustrations,  cloth  extra,  price 
35^- 

AITH   GARTNEY'S  Girlhood,  by  the  Author  of 

"  The  Gay^vorthys. "  Fcap.  with  Coloured  Frontispiece.   ■i,s.6d. 

Favourite    English    Poems.     New  and  Extended 

Edition,  with  300  illustrations.     Small  4to.     21J. 

Favell  (The)  Children.  Three  Little  Portraits.    Crown  i2mo. 

Four  Illustrations.     Cloth  gilt.     45. 

"  A  very  useful  and  clever  story." — John  Bull. 

Few  (A)  Hints  on  Proving  Wills.    Enlarged  Edition,  sewed. 
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Field  (M,  B.)  Memories  of  Many  Men  and  of  some 
"Women.     Post  8vo.,  cloth.     \os.  6d. 

Fields  (J.  T.)  Yesterdays  with  Authors.   Cro^vn8vo.  ios.6d. 

Fleming's  (Sandford)  Expedition.    See  Ocean  to  Ocean. 

Flammarion  (C.)  The  Atmosphere.  Translated  from  the 
French  of  Camille  Flammarion.  Edited  by  James  Glaisher, 
F.R.S.,  Superintendent  of  the  Magnetical  and  Meteorological  Depart- 
ment of  the  Royal  Observatory  at  Greenwich.  With  lo  beautiful 
Chromo-Lithographs  and  8i  woodcuts.  Royal  8vo.  cloth  extra,  bevelled 
boards.     30J. 

Forbes   (J.  G.)  Africa:     Geographical    Exploration  and 

Christian  Enterprise,  from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Present.     By 
J.  Gruar  Forbes.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d. 

Franc  (Maude  Jeane)  Emily's  Choice,  an  Australian  Tale. 
1  vol.  small  post  Svo.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  G.  F.  Angas.     ss. 

John's  Wife.     A  Story  of  Life  in  South  Australia. 

Small  post  Svo. ,  cloth  extra.     4^. 

Marian,  or  the  Light  of  Some  One's  Home.    Fcp. 


3rd  Edition,  with  Frontispiece,     ss. 

Silken  Cords  and  Iron  Fetters. 
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Vermont  Vale.   Small  post  4to.,  with  Frontispiece.  5^. 

Minnie's    Mission.      Small  post  8vo.,  with  Frontis- 
piece.   4J. 

Friswell  (J.  H.)     See  Gentle  Life  Series. 

One  of  Two.    3  vols.     i/.  lis.  6d. 

Friswell  (Laura.)    The  Gingerbread  Maiden;  and  other 

Stories.     With  Illustration.     Square  cloth.     2^.  6d. 


^AYWORTHYS    (The),  a  Story  of  New    England 

Life.     Small  post  Svo.     3J.  6d. 


Gems   of   Dutch    Art.     Twelve   Photographs  from 
finest  Engravings  in  British  Museum.     Sup.  royal  4to.  cloth 
extra.     25^. 

Gentle  Life  (Queen  Edition).    2  vols,  in  i.  Small  4to.  10s.  (>d. 
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THE  GENTLE  LIFE  SERIES.  Printed  in 
Elzevir,  on  Toned  Paper,  ha.ndsomely  bound,  form- 
ing suitable  Volumes  for  Presents.  Price  6s.  each; 
or  in  calf  extra,  price  los.  6d. 

The  Gentle  Life.  Essays  in  aid  of  the  Formation  of  Cha- 
racter of  Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen.     Tenth  Edition. 

"  Deserves  to  be  printed  in  letters  of  gold,  and  circulated  in  every 
house." — Chambers  Journal. 

About  in  the  World.  Essays  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Gentle 
Life." 

"  It  is  not  easy  to  open  it  at  any  page  without  finding  some  handy 
idea." — Morning  Post. 

Like  unto  Christ.  A  New  Translation  of  the  "De  Imita- 
tione  Christi  "  usually  ascribed  to  Thomas  a  Kempis.  With  a  Vignette 
from  an  Original  Drawing  by  Sir  Thomas  Lawrence.     Second  Edition. 

"Could  not  be  presented  in  a  more  exquisite  form,  for  a  more  sightly 
volume  was  never  seen." — I llztstrated  London  News. 

Familiar  Words.  An  Index  Verborum,  or  Quotation  Hand- 
book. Affording  an  immediate  Reference  to  Phrases  and  Sentences 
that  have  become  embedded  in  the  English  language.  Second  and  en- 
larged Edition. 

"The  most  extensive  dictionary  of  quotation  we  have  met  with." — 
Notes  and  Queries. 

Essays   by  Montaigne.      Edited,    Compared,    Revised,  and 

Annotated  by  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."    With  Vignette  Por- 
trait.    Second  Edition. 

"We  should  be  glad  if  any  words  of  ours  could  help  to  bespeak  a  large 
circulation  for  this  handsome  attractive  book." — Illustrated  Times. 

The   Countess    of  Pembroke's    Arcadia.      Written  by  Sir 

Philip  Sidney.     Edited,  with  Notes,  by  the  Author  of  "The  Gentle 
Life."     Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the  Earl  of  Derby,     js.  6d. 

"  All  the  best  things  in  the  Arcadia  are  retained  intact  in  Mr.  Fris- 
well's  edition. — Exatniner. 

The  Gentle  Life.     Second  Series.    Third  Edition. 

"  There  is  not  a  single  thought  in  the  volume  that  does  not  contribute  in 
some  measure  to  the  formation  of  a  true  gentleman." — Daily  News. 

Varia :  Readings  from  Rare  Books.  Reprinted,  by  per- 
mission, from  the  Sattirday  Review,  Spectator,  &c. 

"The  books  discussed  in  this  volume  are  no  less  valuable  than  they 
are  rare,  and  the  compiler  is  entitled  to  the  gratitude  of  the  public. 
Observer. 

The   Silent   Hour :    Essays,  Original  and  Selected.     By 

the  Author  of  "The  Gentle  Life."     Second  Edition. 

"All  who  possess  the    'Gentle   Life'  should   own  this  volume." — 
Standard. 
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Essays    on    English   writers,   for  the  Self-improvement  of 

Students  in  English  Literature. 

"To  all  :both  men  and  women)  who  have  neglected  to  read  and  study 
their  native  literature  we  would  certainly  suggest  the  volume  before  us 
as  a  fitting  introduction." — Exatniner. 

Other  People's  Windows.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell.    Second 

Edition. 

_ "  The  chapters  are  so  lively  in  themselves,  so  mingled  with  shrewd 
views  of  human  nature,  so  full  of  illustrative  anecdotes,  that  the  reader 
cannot  fail  to  be  amused." — Morning  Post. 

A  Man's  Thoughts.     By  J.  Hain  Friswell. 


German  Primer;    being  an   Introduction  to   First   Steps  in 

German.     By  ]\L  T.  Preu.     is.  6d. 

Getting  On  in  the  World;  or,  Hints  on  Success  in  Life. 

By  WiLLi.\M  Mathews,  LL.D.  Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  bevelled 
edges.     6s. 

Girdlestone  (C.)  Christendom.     i2mo.     3J-. 

Family  Prayers.     i2mo.     is.  6d. 

Glover  (Rev.  R.)  The  Light  of  the  Word.     Third  Edition. 

i8mo.     2S.  6d. 

Goethe's  Faust.    With  Illustrations  by  Konewka.    Small  4to. 

Price  los.  6d. 

Gouffe  :   The  Royal  Cookery  Book.      By  Jules  Gouffe, 

Chef-de-Cuisine  of  the  Paris  Jockey  Club  ;  translated  and  adapted  for 
English  use  by  Alphonse  Gouffe,  head  pastrycook  to  Her  Majesty  the 
Queen.  Illustrated  with  large  plates,  beautifully  printed  in  colours,  to- 
gether with  161  woodcuts.     8vo.     Goth  extra,  gilt  edges.     2/.  xs. 

Domestic  Edition,  half-bound,     los.  6d. 

"  By  far  the  ablest  and  most  complete  work  on  cookery  that  has  ever 
been  submitted  to  the  gastronomical  world." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  Book  of  Preserves  ;  or,  Receipts  for  Preparing 

and  Preserving  Meat,  Fish  salt  and  smoked,  Terrines,  Gelatines,  Vege- 
tables, Fruits,  Confitures,  Syrups,  Liqueurs  de  Famille,  Petits  Fours, 
Bonbons,  &c.  &c.  By  Jules  Gouffe,  Head  Cook  of  the  Paris  Jockey 
Club,  and  translated  and  adapted  by  his  brother  Alphonse  Gouffe, 
Head  Pastrycook  to  her  Majesty  the  Queen,  translator  and  editor  of 
"  The  Royal  Cookery  Book."  i  vol.  royal  8vo.,  containmg  upwards  of 
500  Receipts  and  34  Illustrations.     105-.  6d. 

Royal  Book  of  Pastry  and  Confectionery.  By  Jules 

Gouffe,  Chef-de-Cuisine  of  the  Paris  Jockey  Club.  Translated  from 
ihe  French  by  Alphonse  Gouffe,  Head  Pastrj'cook  to  Her  Majesty 
the  Queen.  Royal  8vo.,  illustrated  with  10  Chromo-lithographs  and 
137  Woodcuts,  from  Drawings  from  Nature  by  E.  Monjat,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  edges,  35J. 
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Girls'  Books.     A  Series  written,  edited,  or  translated  by  the 
Author  of  "  John  Halifax."     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  4^.  each. 

1.  Little  Sunshine's  Holiday. 

2.  The  Cousin  from  India. 

3.  Twenty  Years  Ago. 

4.  Is  it  True. 

5.  An  Only  Sister.    By  Madame  GuizoT  De  Witt. 

6.  Miss  Moore. 

Gospels  (Four),  with  Bida's  Illustrations.     6"^^  Bida. 

Gray  (Robertson)  Brave  Hearts.     Small  post  8vo.     3i'.  6d 

Great  Lone-Land.     See  Butler. 

Grant  (Rev.  G.  M.).     See  Ocean  to  Ocean. 

Greenleaf's  Law  of  Evidence.    13th  Edition.    3  vols.     84$-. 

Guizot's  History  of  France.    Translated  by  Robert  Black. 

Royal  8vo.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Vols.  I.,  II.  and  III.,  cloth  extra, 
each  24.S. ;  in  Parts,  2s.  each  (to  be  completed  in  two  more  volumes). 

Guy  on  (Mad.)  Life.      By  Upham.     Third  Edition.     Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

Method  of  Prayer.     Foolscap,     is. 

Guyot   (A.)   Physical   Geography.      By  Arnold   Guyot, 

Author  of  "  Earth  and  Man."  In  i  volume,  large  4to.,  128  pp.,  nume- 
rous coloured  Diagrams,  Maps  and  Woodcuts,  price  lor.  6d.,  strong 
boards. 


iALE    (E.    E.)   In  His  Name;  a  Story  of  the  Dark 

Ages.     Small  post  Svo.,  cloth,  35-.  6d. 

Hacklander   (F.  W.)  Military  Life  in   Prussia. 

First  Series.  The  Soldier  in  Time  of  Peace.  Translated  (by 
permission  of  the  Author)  from  the  German  of  F.  W.  Hacklander.  By 
F.  E.  R.  and  H.  E.  R.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  9^. 

Harrington  (J.)  Pictures  of  Saint  George's  Chapel,  Wind- 
sor.    Photographs.     4to.     635. 

Harrington's  Abbey  and  Palace  of  Westminster.  Photo- 
graphs.   5/.  5J. 

Harper's  Handbook  for  Travellers  in  Europe  and  the 
East.     New  Edition,  1874.     Post  8vo.     Morocco  tuck,  i/.  lu.  6d. 

Haswell   (Chas.   H.)    The    Engineers'    and    Mechanics' 

Pocket-Book.     30th  Edition,   revised  and  enlarged.     i2mo,  morocco 
tuck,  145. 


Harz  Mountains.     See  Blackburn. 
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Hawthorne  (Mrs.  N.)  Notes  in  England  and  Italy.    Crown 

Svo.     -LOS.  6d. 

Hayes  (Dr.)  Cast  Away  in  the  Cold;   an  Old  Man's  Story 

of  a  Young  Man's  Adventures.      By  Dr.  I.   Isaac  Hayes,  Author  of 
"The  Open  Polar  Sea."  With  numerous  Illustrations.     Gilt  edges,  6s. 


The  Land  of  Desolation;  Personal  Narrative  of  Ad- 

ventiires  in  Greenland.  Numerous  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo.,  cloth 
extra.    14J. 

Hazard  (S.)  Santo  Domingo,  Past  and  Present;  With  a 

Glance  at  Hayti.  With  upwards  of  One  Hundred  and  Fift>'  beautiful 
W"oodcuts  and  Maps,  chiefly  from  Designs  and  Sketches  by  the  Author. 
Demy  Svo.  cloth  extra.     i8j. 

Hazard  (S.)   Cuba  with   Pen  and  Pencil.     Over  300  Fine 

Woodcut  Engravings.     New  edition,  Svo.  cloth  extra.     15.?. 

Hazlitt  (William)  The  Round  Table;  the  Best  Essays  of 
William  Hazlitt,  -with  Biographical  Introduction  (Bayard  Series). 
2s.  6d. 

Healy  (M.)  Lakeville.     3  vols.     i/.  iij-.  6d. 

A  Summer's  Romance.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     ios.6d. 

The  Home  Theatre.     Small  post  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

Henderson    (A.)   Latin   Proverbs   and   Quotations ;    with 

Translations  and  Parallel  Passages,  and  a  copious  English  Index.  By 
Alfred  Henderson.     Fcap.  4to.,  530  pp.     ioj.  6d. 

Hearth  Ghosts.     By  the  Author  of  *  Gilbert  Rugge.'    3  Vols. 

i/.  1 1  J.  t-d. 

Heber's  (Bishop)   Illustrated   Edition  of  Hymns.     With 

upwards  of  100  Designs  engraved  in  the  first  style  of  art  under  the 
superintendence  of  J.  D.  Cooper.  Small  4to.  Handsomely  bound, 
-js.  6d. 

Higginson  (T.  W.)  Atlantic  Essays.      Small  post  Svo.     6s. 

Hitherto.  By  the  Author  of  '*  The  Gayworthys."  New  Edition, 
cloth  extra.  3J.  6d.  Also  in  Low's  American  Series.  Double  Vol.   2s.  6d. 

Hofmann  (Carl)  A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Manufac- 
ture of  Paper  in  all  its  Branches.  Illustrated  by  One  Hundred  and 
Ten  Wood  Engravings,  and  Five  large  Folding  Plates.  In  One  Volume, 
4to,  cloth  ;  about  400  pages.     3/.  13J.  6d. 

Hoge — Blind  Bartimaeus.     Popular  edition,     is. 

Holland  (Dr.)  Kathrina  and  Titcomb's  Letters.  See  Low's 
American  Series. 
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Holmes  (Oliver  W.)  The  Guardian  Angel ;  a  Romance. 
2  vols.     i6j. 

(Low's  Copyright  Series.)     Boards,  \s.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table.    i2ino.    is.  ;  Illus- 


trated edition,  3J.  6d. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast  Table,    y.  6d. 

Songs  in  Many  Keys.     Post  8vo.     Ts.  6d. 

Mechanism  in  Thought  and  Morals.    i2mo.    is.  6d. 

Homespun,  or  Twenty  Five  Years  Ago  in  America,  by 

Thomas  Lackland.     Fcap.  8vo,      yj.  6d. 
Hoppin  (Jas.    M.)   Old  Country,  its   Scenery,   Art,   and 

People.     Post  8vo.     js.  6d. 
Howell  (W.  D.)  Italian  Journeys.     i2mo.  cloth.    2>s.  6d. 

Hugo  (Victor)  "Ninety-Three."  Translated  by  Frank 
Lee  Benedict  and  J.  Hain  Friswell.  In  3  vols.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth, 
3IJ-.  6d. 

Toilers  of  the  Sea.    Crown  8vo.     6s. ;  fancy  boards, 

as. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ;  Illustrated  Edition,  loi-.  6d. 

Hunt  (Leigh)  and  S.  A.  Lee,  Elegant  Sonnets,  with 
Essay  on  Sonneteers.    2  vols.     Svo.     iSj. 

Day  by  the  Fire.     Fcap.     6^-.  6d. 

Huntington  (J.D.,  D.D.)  Christian  Believing.    Crown  Svo. 

3J.  6d. 

Hutchinson  (T,  J.)  Two  Years  in  Peru;  with  Exploration 
of  its  Antiquities.  By  Thomas  J.  Hutchinson.  Map  by  Daniel 
Barrera,  and  numerous  Illustrations.  In  2  vols.,  demy  Svo.,  cloth  extra. 
28.J. 

Hymnal  Companion  to  Book  of  Common  Prayer.     See 

Bickersteth. 


CE,  a  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.     Small  Post 

8vo.     35.  6d, 

Illustrations   of  China  and   its    People.     By  J. 
Thomson,   F.R.G.S.     Being  Photographs  from  the  Author's 
Negatives,  printed  in  permanent  Pigments  by  the  Autotype  Process, 
and  Notes  from  Personal  Observation. 

*^*  The  complete  work,  embraces  200  Photographs,  with  Letter-press 
Descriptions  of  the  Places  and  People  represented.  Four  Volumes, 
imperial  4to.,  each  ;^  3  3.?. 

The  Fourth  Volume,  completing  the  Work,  ready  this  day. 
N.B. — Her  Majesty  the  Queen  has  been  pleased  to  acknowledge  her 
appreciation  of  this  book   by  presenting  the  Author  with  a  handsome 
Gold  Medal  as  a  memorial. 
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Illustrated  Books,  suitable  for  Christmas,  Birthday,  or 
Wedding  Presents.  (The  full  titles  of  which  will  be  found 
in  the  Alphabet.) 

Adventures  of  a  Young  Naturalist,     js.  6d. 

Alexander's  Bush  Fighting.     \6s. 

Anderson's  Fairy  Tales.     25J. 

Arctic  Regions.     Illustrated.     25  guineas. 

Art,  Pictorial  and  Industrial.     Vol.  I.     31J.  6d. 

Blackburn's  Art  in  the  Mountains.     12s. 

Artists  and  Arabs,     js.  6d. 

Harz  Mountains.     12s. 

Normandy  Picturesque.     i6j. 

Travelling  in  Spain.     x6s. 

The  Pyrenees.     i8j. 

Bush's  Reindeer,  Dogs,  &c.     12J.  6d. 
Butler's  Great  Lone  Land.     -js.  6d. 
Chefs  d'CEuvre  of  Art.     4^.14^.6^. 
China.     Illustrated.     4  vols.     3/.  35.  each  vol. 
Christian  Lyrics. 

Davies's  Pilgrimage  of  the  Tiber.     iZs, 

Dream  Book,  by  E.  V.  B.     21J.  6d. 

Duplessis'  Wonders  of  Engraving.     izs.6d. 

Favourite  English  Poems.     21s. 

Flammarion's  The  Atmosphere.     3ar. 

Fletcher  and  Kidder's  Brazil.     18s. 

Goethe's  Faust,  illustrations  by  P.  Konewka.     ioj.  6d. 

GoufFe's  Royal  Cookery  Book.     Coloured  plates.     42^. 

Ditto.         Popular  edition,     ioj.  6d. 

Book  of  Preserves.     lar.  6</. 

Hazard's  Santa  Domingo.     i8i. 
Cuba.     15J. 

Heber  ; Bishop;  Hymns.     Illustrated  edition,      7s.  6d. 

Jacquemart's  History  of  the  Ceramic  Art.    42s. 

Markham's  Cruise  of  the  Rosario.     i6j. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost.    (Martin's  plates).     3/.  13*.  6d. 

My  Lady's  Cabinet.     21s. 

Ocean  to  Ocean.     loi-.  6d. 

Palliser  Mrs.)  History  of  Lace.     21s. 

Historic  Devices,  &c.     21s. 

Peaks  and  Valleys  of  the  Alps.     6/.  6s. 
Pike's  Sub-Tropical  Rambles.     i8.r. 
Red  Cross  Knight  (The).     25J. 

Sauzay's  Wonders  of  Glass  Making.     12J.  6d 

Schiller's  Lay  of  the  Bell.     14s. 

St.  George's  Chapel,  Windsor. 

Sulivan's  Dhow  Chasing.     16s. 

The  Abbey  and  Palace  of  Westminster.     5/.  ^s. 

Viardot,  Wonders  of  Sculpture.     12s.  6d. 

W^onders  of  Italian  Art.     12^.  6d. 

Wonders  of  European  Art.     12s.  6d. 

Werner  (Carl)  Nile  Sketches.     2  Series,  eacb  3/.  ioj. 

Index  to  the  Subjects  of  Books  published  in  the  United 
Kingdom  during  the  last  20  years.     Bvo.    Half-morocco,     i/.  6j. 

Innocent.      By  Mrs.  Oliphant.      3  Vols.  Crown  8vo.  cloth. 

31J.  6d.     Cheap  Edition,  i  vol.,  6j, 
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In  the  Isle  of  Wight.     Two  volumes,  crown  8vo.,  cloth.  2is. 

In  Silk  Attire.     See  Black,  Wm. 

Is  it  True  ?    Being  Tales  Curious  and  Wonderful.     Small  post 
8vo.,  cloth  extra,     ^s. 

(Forming  vol.  4  of  the  "John  Halifax"  Series  of  Girls'  Books.) 


ACK  HAZARD,   a  Story  of  Adventure  by  J.   T. 

Trowbridge.     Numerous  illustrations,  small  post.     y.  6d. 

^  John  Halifax  Series  of  Girls'  Books.     See  Girls' 
=»=<3  Books. 

Jackson  (H.)  Argus  Fairbairne;  or,  a  Wrong  Never  Righted. 
By  Henry  Jackson,  Author  of  "Hearth  Ghosts,"  &c.  Three  volumes, 
crown  8vo.,  cloth,  31J.  6d. 

Jacquemart  (J.)  History  of  the  Ceramic  Art :  Descriptive 
and  Analytical  Study  of  the  Potteries  of  all  Times  and  of  all  Nations. 
By  Albert  Jacquemart.  200  Woodcuts  by  H.  Catenacci  and  J. 
Jacquemart.  12  Steel-plate  Engravings,  and  1,000  Marks  and  Mono- 
grams. Translated  by  Mrs.  Bury  Palliser.  In  i  vol.,  super  royal 
8vo.,  of  about  700  pp.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  42J.  [Ready. 

"Altogether  we  think  this  is  likely  to  be  one  of  the  most  popular 
books  of  the  season.  It  affords  a  happy  instance  of  the  union  of  taste' 
and  science,  of  learning  and  refinement,  with  a  very  distinct  leaning 
towards  the  elegant  aspect  of  the  subject." — Atfieruetim. 

"  This  is  one  of  those  few  gift  books  which,  while  they  can  certainly 
lie  on  a  table  and  look  beautiful,  can  also  be  read  through  with  real 
pleasure  and  profit." — Ti>nes,  December  13. 

Jessup  (H.  H.)  The  Women  of  the  Arabs.  With  a  Chapter 
for  Children.  By  the  Rev.  Henry  Harris  Jessup,  D.D.,  seventeen 
years  American  Missionary  in  Syria.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  \os.  6d. 

Johnson  (R.   B.)  Very  Far  West  Indeed.     A  few  rough 

Experiences  on  the  North-West  Pacific  Coast.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,     los.  6d. 
New  Edition— the  Fourth,  fancy  boards.    2s. 


AVANAGH'S  Origin  of  Language.   2  vols,  crown 

8vo.     tL  ts. 

Kedge  Anchor,  or  Young  Sailor's  Assistant,  by 

Wm.  Brady.     8vo.     i8j. 
Kennan  (G.)  Tent  Life  in  Siberia.     3rd  edition.     6s. 

Kent    (Chancellor)    Commentaries    on    American   Law. 

i2th  edition.     4  vols.     8vo.     5/. 

Kilmeny.     See  Black  (Wm.) 
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King  (Clarence)  Mountaineering  in  the  Sierra  Nevada. 

crowTi  8vo.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition,  cloth  extra.     65. 

The  Times  of  Oct.  20th  says  :—"  If  we  judge  his  descriptions  by 
the  vivid  impressions  they  leave,  we  feel  inclined  to  give  them  very  high 
praise." 

Kingston  (W.  H.  G.)  Ben  Burton,  or  Born  and  Bred  at 

Sea.     Fcap.'with  Illustrations.     3.?.  6d. 

Kortright.     See  Aikin. 

AKEVILLE.     5.-^Healy. 


/j:2&  Land  of  the  White  Elephant.     6"^^  Vincent. 
Lang  (J.  D.)  The  Coming  Event.     8vo.     izs. 
Lascelles  (Arthur)  The  Coffee  Grower's  Guide.     Post  Svo. 

2S.  6d. 

L'Estrange  (Sir  G.  B.)  Recollections  of  Sir  George 
B.  L'Estrange,  late  of  the  31st  Regiment,  and  afterv^^ards  in 
the  Scots  Fusilier  Guards.  With  Heliot>-pe  reproductions  of 
Drawings  by  OfScers  of  the  Royal  Artillery— the  Peninsula  War.  Svo. , 
cloth  extra,     i^s. 

Lee   (G.  R.)   Memoirs    of  the   American   Revolutionary 

War.     Svo.     xSs. 
Little  Men.     See  Alcott. 
Little  Preacher.     32mo.    is. 
Little  Women.     See  Alcott. 
Little  Sunshine's  Hohday,     See  Craik  (Mrs.) 
Log  of  my  Leisure   Hours.      By  an  Old  Sailor.     Cheaper 

Edition.     Fancj'  boards.     2s. 

Longfellow  (H.  W.)  The   Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe. 

New  Edition.     Svo.  cloth,     i/.  is. 

Loomis  (Elias).  Recent  Progress  of  Astronomy.  Post  Svo. 

"js.  6d. 

Practical  Astronomy.    Svo.     lOf. 

Low's  Minion  Series  of  Popular  Books,     is.  each  : — 
The  Gates  Ajar.     (The  original  English  Edition.} 
Who  is  He? 
The  Little  Preacher. 
The  Boy  Missionary, 
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Low's     Copyright    and    Cheap    Editions    of    American 

Authors,  comprising  Popular  Works,  reprinted  by  arrange- 
ment ^rith  their  Authors  :  — 

1.  Haunted  Hearts.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Lamplighter." 

2.  The  Guardian  Angel.    By  "  The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast  Table." 

3.  The  Minister's  Wooing.    By  the  Author  of  "  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin. 

4.  Views  Afoot.     By  Bayard  Taylor. 

5.  Kathrina,  Her  Life  and  Mine.     By  J.  G.  Holland. 

6.  Hans  Brinker  :  or.  Life  in  Holland.     By  Mrs.  Dodge. 

7.  Men,  Women,  and  Ghosts.     By  Miss  Phelps. 

8.  Society  and  Solitude.     By  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson. 

9.  Hedged  In.     By  Elizabeth  Phelps. 

10.  An  Old-Fashioned  Girl.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

11.  Faith  Gartney. 

12.  Stowe's  Old  Town  Folks,     -zs.  6d. ;  cloth,  35. 

13.  Lowell's  Study  W^indows. 

14.  My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     By  Charles  Dudley  Warner. 

15.  Pink  and  W^hite  Tyranny.     By  Mrs.  Stowe. 

16.  W^e  Girls.     By  Mrs.  Whitney. 

17.  Little  Men.     By  Miss  Alcott. 

18.  Little  W^omen.     By  Miss  Alcott. 

19.  Little    Women    Wedded.      (Forming    the    Sequel    to    "Little 
Women.") 

20.  Back-Log  Studies.     By  Charles  Dudley  Warner,  Author  of 
"  My  Summer  in  a  Garden." 

"  This  is  a  delightful  book." — Atlantic  Monthly. 

21.  Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young   People,  Single  and 
Married. 

*jf*  Of  this  famous  little  work  upwards  of  50,000  have  been  sold  in 
America  alone  at  four  times  the  present  price,  viz.  is.  6d.  flexible  fancy 
boards  ;  ■zs.  cloth  extra. 

22.  Hitherto.     By   Mrs.  T.  D.  Whitney.     Double  Volume,  zs.  6d. 
fancy  flexible  boards. 

*^  This  Copyright  work  was  first  published  in  this  country  in  3  vols, 
at  3i.r.  6d.  ;  afterwards  in  i  vol.  at  6s.  It  is  now  issued  in  the  above 
popular  Series. 

23.  Farm  Ballads,  by  Will.  Carleton,  price  ONE  SHILLING. 
The  Guardian  says  of  "  Little  Women,"  that  it  is  "a  bright,  cheerful, 

healthy  stor^' — with  a  tinge  of  thoughtful  gravity  about  it  which  reminds 
one  of  John  Bunyan.  Meg  going  to  Vanity  Fair  is  a  chapter  WTitten  with 
great  cleverness  and  a  pleasant  humour." 

The  Athentpum  says  of  "  Old-Fashioned  Girl"  :  "  Let  whoever  wishes 
to  read  a  bright,  spirited,  wholesome  story  get  the  '  Old-Fashioned  Girl ' 
at  once." 

%*  "  We  may  be  allowed  to  add,  that  Messrs.  Low's  is  the  'Author's 
edition.'  We  do  not  commonly  make  these  announcements,  but  every 
one  is  bound  to  defeat,  as  far  as  he  can,  the  efforts  of  those  enterprising 
persons  who  proclaim  with  much  unction  the  sacred  duty  of  7iot  letting 
an  American  author  get  his  proper  share  of  profits." — Spectator,  Jan.  4, 
1873. 

Each  volume  complete  in  itself,  price  is.  6d.  enamelled  flexible  cover, 
2J.  cloth. 

Low's  Monthly  Bulletin  of  American  and  Foreign  Publi- 
cations, forwarded  regularly.     Subscriptiofi  zs.  6d.  per  annum. 
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LOW'S     STANDARD    NOVELS. 

Six  Shillings  Each. 
DAUGHTER  of  Heth.    By  W.  Black.    Eleventh 

and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  6j.    With  Fron- 
tispiece by  r'.  Walker,  A.  R. A. 

By  the  Same  Author, 
Kilmeny:  a  Novel.     Small  post  8vo. ,  cloth,  ds. 

In    Silk    Attire.     Third  and   Cheaper  Edition.      Small  post 
8vo.,  6$. 

Loma    Doone.     By    R.     D.     Blackmore.     New    Edition^ 

Crown  Svo.,  t$. 

By  Same  Author, 
Cradock  Nowell.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Revised,  6j-» 

By  Same  Author, 
Clara  Vaughan.  Revised  Edition,  6j. 
Innocent  :  a  Tale  of  Modern  Life.     By  Mrs.   Oliphant. 

Eight  full-page  illustrations.  Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  6s.  ^Now  ready. 

Work  :  a    Story   of  Experience.     By  Louisa  M.  Alcott. 

New  Edition,  small  post  Svo.,  cloth,  6s.     Illustrations. 

Mistress  Judith  :    a   Cambridgeshire    Story.      By   C.    C. 

Fraser-Tvtler,  Author  of  "Jasmine  Leigh."    A  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  small  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  ts.  [This  day. 

"  We  do  not  remember  ever  to  have  read  a  story  more  perfect  of  its 
kind  than  '  Mistress  Judith.'  " — Athetueutn, 


Low's  Handbook  to   the  Charities  of  London   for  1874. 

Edited  and  Revised  to  February,  1874,  by  Charles  Mackeson,  F.S.S., 
Editor  of  "A  Guide  to  the  Churches  of  Loudon  and  its  Suburbs,"  &c. 
Price  IS. 

Ludlow  (FitzHugh).    The  Heart  of  the  Continent.     Svo. 

cloth.     14J. 
Lunn  (J.  C.)    Only  Eve.    3  vols.   31J.  6d. 
Lyne    (A.  A.)    The    Midshipman's    Trip   to  Jerusalem. 

With  illustration.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.     loj.  6d. 

Lyra  Sacra  Americana.  Gems  of  American  Poetry,  selected 
and  arranged,  with  Notes  and  Biographical  Sketches,  by  C.  D.  Cleve- 
land, D.  D.,  author  of  the  "  Milton  Concordance."    iSmo.     ^.  6d. 

AC  GAHAN  (J.  A.)  Campaigning  on  the  Oxus 

and  the  Fall  of  Khiva.     With  Map  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  i6s. 

Macgregor  (John,)  "  Rob  Roy "  on  the  Baltic. 

Third  Edition,  small  post  8vo.    2*.  6d. 
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Macgregor  (John).     A    Thousand    Miles   in  the    "  Rob 

Roy  "  Canoe.     Eleventli  Edition.     Small  post,  8yo.     2s.  6d. 

Description    of    the    "  Rob    Roy  "    Canoe,    with 

plans,  &c.     IS. 

The    Voyage   Alone    in    the    Yawl   "  Rob   Roy." 

Second  Edition.     Small  post,  8vo.     5J. 

Mahony  (M.  F.)  A  Chronicle  of  the  Fermors ;  Horace 
Walpole  in  Love.  By  M.  F.  Mahony,  (Matthew  Stradling),  Author 
of  "  The  Misadventures  of  Mr.  Catlyn,"  &c.  In  2  volumes,  demy  8vo., 
with  steel  portrait.     24J. 

Manigault,  The  Maid  of  Florence ;  or,  a  Woman's  Ven- 
geance.    3^.  6d. 

March  (A.)  Anglo-Saxon  Reader.     8vo.     7x.  6d. 

Comparative  Grammar  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  Lan- 
guage.    SVO.     I2J. 

Marcy  (R.  B.)      Thirty  Years  of  Army  Life.     Royal  8vo. 

J3S. 

Prairie  and  Overland  Traveller.     2j.  6d. 


Marigold  Manor.     By  Miss  Waring.      With  Introduction  by 
Rev.  A.  Sewell.     With  Illustrations.    Small  Post  Svo.     4s. 

Markham  (A.  H.)  The  Cruise  of  the  '*  Rosario  "  amongst 

the  New  Hebrides  and  Santa  Cruz  Islands,  exposing  the  Recent  Atro- 
cities connected  with  the  Kidnapping  of  Natives  in  the  South  Seas.  By 
A.  H.  M.\RKHAM.  Commander,  R.N.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and 
Illustrations.     j6s. 

A  Whaling  Cruise  to  Baffin's  Bay  and  the  Gulf 


of  Boothia.  With  an  Account  of  the  Rescue,  by  his  Ship,  of  the 
Survivors  of  the  Crew  of  the  "Polaris  ;  "  and  a  Description  of  Modern 
Whale  Fishing.  Together  with  numerous  Adventures  with  Bears,  &c. 
With  Introduction  by  Admiral  Sher.\rd  Osborn.  Demy  Svo.,  cloth 
extra,  2  Maps  and  several  Illustrations,  iSs. 

Markham  (C.  R.)  The  Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region. 

Demy  Svo.  with  Maps  and  Illustrations.     i6.f . 

*^*  The  object  of  this  Work  is  to  give  the  public  a  correct  knowledge 
of  the  whole  line  of  frontier  separating  the  known  from  the  unknown 
region  round  the  North  Pole. 

Marlitt  (Miss)  The  Princess  of  the  Moor.     Tauchnitz  Trans- 
lations. 

Origin   and    History    of    the   English    Language. 

Svo.     i6s. 

Lectures  on  the  English  Language.     Svo.     15J. 

Martin's  Vineyard.     By  Agnes  Harrison.     CroAvn  Svo.  cloth. 
10s.  6d. 

Matthews  (Wm.)    See  Getting  on  in  the  World. 
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Maury  (Commander)  Physical  Geography  of  the  Sea  and 

its  Meteorology.  Being  a  Reconstruction  and  Enlargement  of  his  former 
Work  ;  ■with  illustrative  Charts  and  Diagrams.  New  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     dr. 

May   (J.  W.)      A   Treatise   on  the  Law  of  Insurance. 

Third  Edition.     8vo.     3SJ. 
Mayo  (Dr.)     See  Never  Again. 
McMullen's  History  of  Canada.     8vo.     16.;. 
Mercier  (Rev.  L.)  Outlines  of  the  Life  of  the  Lord  Jesus 

Christ.     2  vols,  crown  Svo.     i^s. 

Meridiana.     See  Verne. 

Michell  (N.)      The  Heart's    Great   Rulers,  a  Poem,  and 

Wanderings  from  the  Rhine  to  the  South  Sea  Islands.    Fcap.  Svo.    3.J.  6d. 
Milton's  Complete  Poetical  Works  ;  with  Concordance  by 

W.  D.  Cleveland.     New  Edition.     Svo.     12s.  ;  morocco  i/.  is. 
Paradise  Lost,  with  the  original  Steel  Engravings  of 

John  Martin.      Printed  on  large  paper,  royal  4to.  handsomely  bound. 

3/.  1 3 J.  6d. 

Miss  Dorothy's  Charge.    By  Frank  Lee  Benedict,  Author 

of  "  My  Cousin  Elenor."  3  vols-  crown  8to.  315.  6d. 
Missionary  Geography  (The) ;  a  Manual  of  Missionary 
Operations  in  all  parts  of  the  World,  with  Map  and  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
3J.  6d. 
Mistress  Judith.  A  Cambridgeshire  Story.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tvtler,  Author  of  "Jasmine  Leigh."  A  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     In  one  volume,  small  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra.     6s. 

"We  do  not  remember  ever  to  have  read  a  storj'  more  perfect  of  its 
kind  than  '  Mistress  Judith.'  " — AtheticEutn. 

"  We  can  only  simply  say  it  is  admirable." — Morning  Post. 

"  We  will  not  spoil  the  reader's  interest  in  such  a  simple  and  touching 
tale  as  this,  by  setting  before  him  a  bare  statement  of  its  coiirse  and 
ending. " — Graphic. 

Monk  of  Monk's  Own.     3  vols.     3ij-.  dd. 

Montaigne's  Essays.    ^S'c-^  Gentle  Life  Series. 

Morgan's  Macaronic  Poetry.     i6mo.  \2s. 

Mother  Goose's  Melodies  for  Children.    Square  8vo.,  cloth 

extra.     7.?.  6d. 

Mountain  (Bishop)  Life  of.     By  his  Son.     Svo.     los.  6d. 
My  Summer  in  a  Garden.     See  Warner. 
My  Cousin  Maurice.     A  Novel.     3  vols.     Cloth,  3iJ-.  6d. 
My   Lady's    Cabinet.      Charmingly   Decorated   with   Lovely 
Drawings  and  E.xquisite  Miniatures.       Contains  Seventy-five  Pictures. 
Royal  4to.,  and  very  handsomely  bound  in  cloth,     i/.  xs. 

"  The  fittest  ornament  for  a  Lady's  Cabinet  which  this  season  has  pro- 
duced."— A  tJieTUEUin. 

"  Forms  an  excellent  pretty  book  for  the  drawing-room  table." — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

"A  very  pretty  idea,  carried  out  with  much  taste  and  elegance." — 
Daily  News. 
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My  Lady's  Boudoir  for  1874,  containing  numerous  choice 

gems  of  Art.     4to.,  cloth  extra,     iis. 

My  Wife  and  I.     See  Mrs.  Stowe. 


APOLEON  I.,  Recollections  of.     By  Mrs.  Abell 

(late  Miss  Elizabeth  Balcombe).  Third  Edition.  Revised 
throughout  with  additional  matter  by  her  daughter,  Mrs. 
Charles  Johnstone,  i  volume,  demy  8vo.  With  Steel 
Portrait  of  Mrs.  Abell,  and  Woodcut  Illustrations.  Cloth, 
extra,  gilt  edges,  los.  6d. 

Napoleon  III.  in  Exile:  The  Posthumous  Works  and  Un- 
published Autographs.  Collected  and  arranged  by  Count  de  la 
Chapelle,  Coadjutor  in  the  last  Works  of  the  Emperor  at  Chislehurst. 
1  volume,  demySvo. ,  cloth  extra.     14J. 

Narrative   of   Edward  Crewe,  The.      Personal  Adventures 

and  Experiences  in  New  Zealand.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     5^. 

Never  Again:  a  Novel.  By  Dr.  Mayo,  Author  of  " Kaloo- 
lah."  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  in  One  Vol.,  small  post  8vo.  6*. 
Cheapest  edition,  fancy  boards,  2s. 

"  Puts    its    author    at  once   into    the   very   first  rank  of  novelists."' 
—  The  A  then^um. 

New  Testament.  The  Authorized  English  Version  ;  with  the 
various  Readings  from  the  most  celebrated  Manuscripts,  including  the 
Sinaitic,  the  Vatican,  and  the  Alexandrian  MSS.,  in  English.  With 
Notes  by  the  Editor,  Dr.  Tischendorf.  The  whole  revised  and  care- 
fully collected  for  the  Thousandth  Volume  of  Baron  Tauchnitz's  Collec- 
tion. Cloth  flexible,  gilt  edges,  2J.  kd.  ;  cheaper  style,  ■zs.  ;  or  sewed, 
IS.  6d. 

Noel  (Hon.  Roden)  Livingstone  in  Africa;  a  Poem. 
By  the  Hon.  Roden  Noel,  Author  of  "  Beatrice,"  &:c.  Post  Svo.,  limp 
cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Nordhoff  (C.)  California  :  for  Health,  Pleasure,  and  Resi- 
dence. A  Book  for  Travellers  and  Settlers.  Numerous  Illustrations, 
Svo.,  cloth  extra.     12s.  6d. 

Northern   California,   Oregon,  and  the  Sandwich 

Islands.     Square  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  price  125. 

Nothing    to    Wear,  and    Two    Millions.      By    William 

Allen  Butler,     is. 

Nystrom's  Mechanic's  Pocket  Book.     12th  edition.    iSs. 


CEAN  to  Ocean.     Sandford  Fleming's  Expedition 

through  Canada  in  1872.  Being  a  Diary  kept  during  a 
Journey  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific  with  the  Expedition 
of  the  Engineer-in-Chief  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  and  Inter- 
colonial Railways.     By  the   Rev.  George   M.   Grant,   of 

Halifax,  N.S.,  Secretary  to  the  Expedition.     With  Sixty  Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  pp.  372.     10s.  6d. 
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Old  Fashioned  Girl.     See  Alcott. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.)  Innocent.     A  Tale  of    Modem  Life.      By 

Mrs.  Oliphant,  Author  of  ''  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford, "  &c.,  &c. 

With  Eight  full-page  Illustrations.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra.     6j. 

One  Only;  A  Novel.     By  Eleanor  C.  Price.    2  vols.     Crown 

8vo.,  clcth,  215. 

Only  Eve.      By  Mrs.  J.    Calbraith  Lunn,      Three   Vols. 

post  8vo.  cloth.     315.  dd. 

Other  Girls  (The).     See  Whitney  (Mrs.) 

Our  American  Cousins  at  Home.      By  Vera,   Author  of 

"  Under  the  Red  Cross."     Illustrated  with  Pen  and  Ink  Sketches,  by 
the  Author,  and  several  fine  Photographs.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,     gs. 

Our  Little  Ones  in  Heaven.  Edited  by  Rev.  H.  Robbins. 
With  Frontispiece  after  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.     y.  6d. 

ALLISER  (Mrs.)  A  History  of  Lace,  from  the 

Earliest  Period.     A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  upwards 

of  100  Illustrations  and  coloured  Designs,     i  vol.   Svo.    il.  is. 

"  One  of  the  most  readable  books  of  the  season  ;  permanently 

valuable,  always  interestmg,  often  amusing,  and  not  inferior  in  all  the 

essentials  of  a  gift  book." — Times. 

Historic  Devices,  Badges,  and   War  Cries.     Svo. 


Xl.   IS. 

The  China  Collector's  Pocket  Companion.     With 

upwards  of  i,ooo  Illustrations  of  Marks  and  Monograms.     Small  post 
Svo.,  limp  cloth,  55. 

"  We  scarcely  need  add  that  a  more  trustworthy  and  convenient  hand- 
book does  not  exist,  and  that  others  besides  ourselves  will  feel  grateful 
to  Mrs.  Palliser  for  the  care  and  skill  she  has  bestowed  upon  it." — 
Academy. 

Paper  Manufacture.     See  Hofmann. 

Parsons  (T.)  A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Marine  Insurance 
and  General  Average.    By  Hon.  Theofhilus  Parsons.    2  vols.   Svo. 

A  Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Shipping.     2  vols,  Svo. 

3/.  V. 
Parisian  Family.     From  the  French  of  Madame  GuizoT  De 

Witt;  by  Author  of  "  John  Halifax."     Fcap.     5s. 
Phelps  (Miss)  Gates  Ajar.    32mo.     6d. ;  4^. 
Men,   Women,  and  Ghosts.     i2mo.  Sewed,  \s.  6J. 

cloth,  IS. 
— Hedged  In.     i2mo.  Sewed,  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s. 

Silent  Partner,     5.r. 

Trotty's  Wedding  Tour.     Small  post  Svo.     3J-.  6J. 

What  to  Wear.     Foolscap  Svo.,  fancy  boards,     is. 
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Phillips  (L.)  Dictionary  of  Biographical  Reference.     8vo. 

i/.  lis.  6d. 

Phillips'  Law  of  Insurance.     5th  Edition,  2  vols.     3/.  3^. 
Picture  Gallery  of  British  Art  (The).     Twenty  beautiful  and 

Permanent  Photographs  after  the   most  celebrated   English   Painters. 

With    Descriptive  Letterpress.      One  Volume,  demy  4to.   cloth  extra, 

gilt  edges.     123. 
Picture  Gallery  Annual.    4to.  cloth  extra.      iSj. 
Picture  Gallery  of  Sacred  Art  (The).     Containing  Twenty 

very  fine   Examples  in  Permanent  Photography  after  the  Old  Masters. 

With  Descriptive  Letterpress.     Demy  410.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.     i2J. 

Pike  (N.)  Sub-Tropical   Rambles   in    the    Land   of  the 

Aphanapteryx.  In  i  vol.  demy  8vo.  iZs.  Profusely  Illustrated  from 
the  Author's  own  Sketches,  also  with  Maps  and  valuable  Meteorological 
Charts. 

Pilgrimage  of  the  Tiber.     See  Davies  (Wm.). 

Plattner's  Manual  of  Qualitative  and  Quantitative  Ana- 
lysis with  the  Blow-Pipe.  From  the  last  German  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.  By  Prof.  Th.  Rtchter,  of  the  Royal  Saxon  Mining  Academy. 
Translated  by  Prof.  H.  B.  Cornwall,  Assistant  in  the  Columbia 
School  of  Mines,  New  York.  Illustrated  with  87  Woodcuts  and  i 
Lithographic  Plate.  Second  Edition,  revised  and  reduced  in  price. 
8vo.  cloth.     3i.y.  td. 

Plutarch's  Lives.  An  Entirely  New  and  Library  Edition. 
Edited  by  A.  H.  Clough,  Esq.     5  vols.  8vo.     2/.  loj. 

Morals.     Uniform  with  Clough's  Edition  of  '*  Lives  of 

Plutarch."    Edited  by  Professor  Goodwin.     5  vols.  8vo.  3J. 

Poe  (E.  A.)  The  Works  of.    4  vols.  2/.  2s. 

Poems    of  the  Inner  Life.     A  New  Edition,  Revised,  wdth 

many  additional  Poems,  inserted  by  permission  of  the  Authors.  Small 
post  8vo.,  cloth.     5J. 

Polar  Expedition.    See  Koldeway. 

Poor   (H.  V.)  Manual   of  the    Railroads   of  the    United 

States  for  1874-5 ;  Showing  their  Mileage,  Stocks,  Bonds,  Cost, 
Earnings,  Expenses,  and  Organisations,  with  a  Sketch  of  their  Rise,  &c. 
I  vol.    8vo.     24J. 

Portraits  of  Celebrated  Women.     By  C.  A.  Ste.-Beuve. 

i2mo,     6j.  6d. 

A  Practical  Treatise    on    the    Manufacture    of   Colours 

for  Painting.  By  MM.  Riffault,  Vergnaud  and  Toussaint.  Re- 
vised and  Edited  by  M.  F.  Malepeyre.  Translated  from  the  French 
by  A.  A.  Fesqcet.     Illustrated  by  85  Engravings.     8vo.     31J.  6d. 

Preces  Veterum.   Collegit  et  edidit  Joannes  F.  France.    CroAvn 

Svo.,  cloth,  red  edges.     55^. 

Preu  (M.  T.)  German  Primer.     Square  cloth.    2s.  6d. 


List  of  Publications. 


Prime  (I.)  Fifteen  Years  of  Prayer.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth. 
(E.  D.  G.)  Around  the  World.     Sketches  of  Travel 

through  Many  Lands  and  over  Many  Seas,    Svo.,  Illustrated.     14J. 

(W.  C.)  I  go  a-Fishing.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth,     z^s. 

Publishers'  Circular  (The),  and  General  Record  of  British 

and  Foreign  Literature  ;  giving  a  transcript  of  the  title-page  of  every 
work  published  in  Great  Britain,  and  every  work  of  interest  published 
abroad,  with  lists  of  all  the  publishing  houses. 

Published  regularly  on  the  ist  and  15th  of  every  Month,  and  forwarded 
post  free  to  all  parts  of  the  world  on  pajnnent  of  &r.  per  annum. 

Queer  Things  of  the  Service.      Crown  Svo.,  fancy  boards. 
2S.  6d. 


^O  ALSTON    ("W.  R.   S.)   Early  Russian  History. 

^^^      Four   Lectures   delivered   at   Oxford  by  W.  R.   S.  Ralston 
'^     M.A,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 


Rasselas,  Prince  of  Abyssinia.     By  Dr.  Johnson.     With 

Introduction  by  the   Rev.    William  West,  Vicar  of  Nairn.     (Bayard 
Series),     -zs.  6d. 

Red  Cross  Knight  (The).     See  Spenser. 

Reid  (W.)  After  the  War.    CrowTi  Svo.    los.  6d. 

Reindeer,  Dogs,  &c.     See  Bush. 

Reminiscences  of  America   in   i86g,  by  Two  Englishmen. 

Crown  Svo.     yj.  6d. 

Reynard  the  Fox.  The  Prose  Translation  by  the  late  Thomas 
RoscoE.  With  about  100  exquisite  Illustrations  on  Wood,  after  designs 
by  A.  J.  Elwes.     Imperial  i6mo.  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

"  Will  yield  to  none  either  in  the  interest  of  its  text  or  excellence  of  its 
engravings. " — Standard. 

A  capital  Christmas  book." — Globe. 
"  The  designs  are  an  ornament  of  a  delightful  text." — Times,  Dec.  24. 

Richardson  (A.  S.)  Stories    from    Old    English   Poetry. 

Small  post  Svo.,  cloth.    55. 

Riffault  (MM.)   A  Practical  Treatise  on  the  Manufacture 

of  Colours  for  Painting.    Illustrated,     -^is.  6d. 
Rivington's  (F.)  Life  of  St.  Paul.    With  map.     5j-. 

Rochefoucauld's  Reflections.  Flexible  cloth  extra.  2s.  6d. 
(Bayard  Series.) 
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Rogers  (S.)  Pleasures  of  Memory.    See  "  Choice  Editions 

of  Choice  Books."  5J. 
Rohlfs'  (Dr.  G.)  Adventures  in  Morocco  and  Journeys 
through  the  Oases  of  Draa  and  Tafilet.  By  Dr.  Gerhard  Rohlfs, 
Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal  GeograpViical  Society.  Translated  from 
the  German.  With  an  Introduction  by  Winwood  Reade.  Demy  8vo., 
Map,  and  Portrait  of  the  Author,  cloth  extra,  12J. 

"  He  throws,  indeed,  quite  a  flood  of  light  on  the  religious,  political , 
and  social  life  of  the  Moors." — Graphic. 

"  Will  have  great  and  permanent  value  as  a  repository  of  facts." — 
T/ie  Scots7nan. 

"As  an  explorer  of  the  interior  of  the  vast  African  continent,  Gerhard 
Rohlfs  stands  next  to  Barth  and  Livingstone." — Athen(Eum.. 

ANDEAU  (J.)     See  Sea-Gull  Rock. 

SANTO  DOMINGO,  Past  and  Present.      See 
Hazard. 

Sauzay   (A.)    Marvels  of  Glass  Making.     Nu- 
merous Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     12^-.  td. 
Schiller's  Lay  of  the  Bell,  translated  by  Lord  Lytton.     With 
42  illustrations  after  Retsch.    Oblong  4to.   14.1. 

School  Books.     See  Classified. 

School  Prizes.     See  Books. 

Schweinfurth  (Dr.   G.)    The  Heart  of  Africa;   or,   Three 

>j^   ^.Years'  Travels  and  Adventures  in  the  Unexplored  Regions  of  the  Centre 
"of  Africa.     By  Dr.   Georg  Schweinfurth.     Translated  by  Ellen*  E. 
Frewer.     Two  volumes,   8vo.,   upwards  of  500  pages  each,  with  130 
Woodcuts  from  Drawings  made  by  the  Author,  and  2  Maps.     42i-. 

\Second  Edition. 
N.E. — The  Text  is  translated  from  the  Author's  Unpublished  Manuscript. 
*^  For  long  reviews  of  this  important  work,  see  the  AtJienceiim  (two 
notices),  Saturday  Review,  Spectator  (three  notices),  Illustrated  News, 
Graphic,  Pictorial  World,  Ocean  Highways,  Nature,  Daily  News,    Tele- 
graph, Statidard,  Globe,  Echo,  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  Literary  World,  &c.  _ 
***  A  pamphlet  containing  the  principal  reviews  will  be  forwarded  gratui- 
tously on  application. 

Sea- Gull  Rock.  By  Jules  Bandeau,  of  the  French  Aca- 
demy. Translated  by  Robert  Black,  M.A.  With  Seventy-nine 
ver>'  beautiful  Woodcuts.    Royal  i6mo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,    -js.  6d. 

"  A  stor^'  more  fascinating,  more  replete  with  the  most  rollicking 
fun,  the  most  harrowing  scenes  of  suspense,  distress,  and  hair-breadth 
escapes  from  danger,  was  seldom  before  written,  published,  or  read." — 
AthemEum. 

'■  It  deserves  to  please  the  new  nation  of  boys  to  whom  it  is  presented." 
—Ti7nes. 

"  The  ver>'  best  French  storj-  for  children  we  have  ever  seen."— 
Stattdard. 

"  A  delightful  treat." — Illustrated  London  News. 

"  Admirable,  full  of  life,  pathos,  and  fun.  ,  .  .  It  is  a  striking  and 
attractive  book." — Guardian. 

"  This  story  deserves  tc  be  a  great  a\ourite  with  English  boys  as  well 
as  with  French." — Saturda\  Review. 


List  of  Publications.  3  3 


Sedgrwick,  (T.)  Treatise  on  the  Measure  of  Damages.  8vo. 

6th  Edition.     2/.  5J. 

Shadow  of  the  Rock.     See  Bickersteth. 

Silent  Hour  (The),  Essays  original  and  selected,  by  the  author 
of  "The  Gentle  Life."     Second  edition,     dr. 

Silliman   (Benjamin)   Life  of,   by   G.    P.    Fisher.     2   vols. 

c^ow^l  8vo.     i/.  4^. 

Simson  (W.)  A  History  of  the  Gipsies,  with  specimens  of 

the  Gipsy  Language,     lar.  6d. 

Smith  and  Hamilton's  French  Dictionary.     2  vols.   Cloth, 

2\s.  :  half  roan,  22s. 

Socrates.    Memoirs,  from  Xenophon's  Memorabilia.     By 

E.  Levien.     Flexible  cloth.     2s.  6d.     Bayard  Series. 

Spayth   (Henry)   The    American    Draught-Player.      2nd 

edition.     i2mo.     12s.  6d. 

Spray  from  the  Water  of  Elisenbrunnen.     By  Godfrey 

Mavnard.     Small  Post  8vo.     Fancy  Boards.     2s.  td. 

St.  Cecilia,   a  modern  tale  of  Real  Life.      3  vols,   post   8vo. 
3i.y.  6^. 

Stanley  (H.  M.)  How  I  Found  Livingstone.    Crown  8vo., 

cloth  extra,  "js.  6d.  This  Edition  contains  all  the  small  Illustrations,  and 
a  long  Introductory  Chapter  on  the  Death  of  Livingstone,  with  a  brief 
Memoir  and  Extracts  from  Dr.  Livingstone's  last  Correspondence  with 
Mr.  Stanley  not  yet  published. 
*^*  This  Edition  has  been  revised  most  carefully  from  beginning  to  end, 
and  all  matters  of  a  personal  or  irrelevant  character  omitted. 

N.B. — Copies  of  the  Original  Edition,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  may 
be  had,  io.y.  6d. 

*'  My  Kalulu,"  Prince,  King,  and  Slave.     A  Story 

from  Central  Africa.    Crown  8vo.,  about  430  pp.,  with  numerous  graphic 
Illustrations,  after  Original  Designs  by  the  Author.     Cloth,  7^-.  6d. 

Coomassie   and   Magdala  :    A  Story  of  Two  British 

Campaigns  in  Africa.     Demy  Svo.,  with  Maps  and  Illustrations,  i6.y. 
Second  Edition. 

"His  new  book,  telling  the  story  of  two  campaigns,  will  be  almost  as 
welcome  as  that  which  told  of  the  finding  of  Livingstone." — Daily  News. 

"  We  are  struck  throughout  his  volume  by  the  shrewdness  of  his 
surmises  when  he  is  guessing  in  the  dark,  and  of  the  frequency  with 
which  his  hurried  judgments  are  confirmed." — Titnes. 

_ "  He  fairly  wins  admiration  by  the  frank  and  yet  stem  eloquence  of 
his  narrative." — Telegraph. 

"Mr.  Stanley  writes  in  a  brisk  and  characteristic  style,  full  of  pic- 
turesqueness  and  vivacity.  .  .  .  We  commend  it  as  a  spirited  and 
graphic  story  of  an  expedition  which  reflected  credit  on  all  who  took 
part  in  it." — Stafuiard. 
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Steele  (Thos.)  Under  the  Palms.  A  Volume  of  Verse.  By 
Thomas  Steele,  translator  of  "An  Eastern  Love  Story."  Fcap.  8vo. 
Cloth,  5^. 

Stewart  (D.)  Outlines  of  Moral  Philosophy,  by  Dr.  McCosh. 

New  edition.     i2mo.    3J.  ^d. 

Stone  (J.  B.)  A  Tour  with  Cook  Through  Spain.  Illus- 
trated by  Photographs.     Crown  8vo.,  cloth.    6s. 

Stories  of  the  Great  Prairies,  from  the  Novels  of  J.  F. 
Cooper.     With  numerous  illustrations.     5s. 

Stories  of  the  Woods,  from  J.  F.  Cooper.     5^. 
. Sea,  from  J.  F.  Cooper.     5j-. 

Story  without  an  End,  from  the  German  of  Carove,  by  the 
late  Mrs.  Sarah  T.  Austin,  crown  4to.  with  15  exquisite  drawings  by 
E.  V.  B.,  printed  in  colours  in  facsimile  of  the  original  water  colours, 
and  numerous  other  illustrations.     New  edition,     yj.  6if. 

square,  with  illustrations  by  Harvey.    2s.  6d. 

of  the   Great  March,   a  Diary  of  General  Sherman's 

Campaign  through  Georgia  and  the  Carolinas.   Numerous  illustrations. 
i2mo.  cloth,  7 J.  td. 

Stowe  (Mrs.  Beecher).  Dred.  Tauchnitz  edition.  i2mo.  3^.  6d. 

Geography,  with  60  illustrations.    Square  cloth,  4!-.  6d. 

House  and  Home  Papers.  i2mo.  boards,  \s.  ;  cloth 

extra,  2s.  6d. 

Little  Foxes.  Cheap  edition,  is. ;  library  edition,  4.r.6</. 

Men  of  our  Times,  with  portrait.     8vo.     12s.  dd. 

Minister's  Wooing.     5j-.  ;  copyright  series,    is.  6d. 

cloth,   2S. 

Old  Town  Folk.     6s.     Cheap  Edition,  2s.  6d. 

. Old  Town  Fireside  Stories.     Cloth  extra.     3^.  6d. 

My  Wife  and  I ;  or,  Harry  Henderson's  His- 
tory.    Small  post  8vo,  cloth  extra.    6s. 

"  She  has  made  a  very  pleasant  hook."— Guardian. 
"  From  the  first  page  to  the  last  the  book   is  vigorous,  racy,   and 
enjoyable."— Z^az'/y  Telegraph. 

Pink  and  White  Tyranny.      Small  post  8vo.  3J.  6d, 


Cheap  Edition,  is.  6d.  and  2s. 

Queer  Little  People,     is.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

Religious  Poems  ;  with  illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

Chimney  Corner,     is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

The  Pearl  of  Orr's  Island.    Crown  8vo.     5^. 

Little  Pussey  Willow.     Fcap.     2s. 

(Professor  Calvin  E.)  The  Origin  and  History  of 

the  Books  of  the  New  Testament,  Canonical  and  Apocryphal. 

Svo.     Ss.  6d. 
Woman  in    Sacred   History.      Illustrated  with   15 

chromo-lithographs  and  about  200  pages  of  letterpress,  forming  one  of 
the  most  elegant  and  attractive  volumes  ever  published.     Demy  4to, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  price  il.  5^. 
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STORY'S    (JUSTICE)   WORKS: 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Agency,  as  a  Branch 
of  Commercial   and    Maritime  Jurisprudence.     8th  Edition. 

Svo.     i/.  1 1  J.  6d. 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Bailments.    8th  Edition. 

8vo.     i/.  1 1  J.  td. 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Bills  of  Exchange, 
Foreign  and  Inland,  as  administered  in  England  and  America. 
4th  Edition.     Svo.     i/.  lu.  td. 

Commentaries    on    the    Conflict   of    Laws,    Foreign 

and  Domestic,  in  regard  to  Contracts,  Rights,  and  Remedies, 
and  especially  in  regard  to  Marriages,  Divorces,  Wills,  Successions, 
and  Judgments.     7th  Edition.    Svo.     i/.  x^s. 

Commentaries   on   the    Constitution   of   the   United 

States  ;  with  a  Preliminary  Review  of  the  Constitutional  History 
of  the  Colonies  and  States  before  the  adoption  of  the  Constitution. 
4th  Edition.     2  vols.     Svo.     3/.  3J. 

Commentaries  on  the  Law  of  Partnership  as  a  branch 
of  Commercial  and  Maritime  Jurisprudence.  6th  Edition, 
by  E.  H.  Bennett.    Svo.     i/.  lu.  6d. 

Commentaries   on   the    Law   of    Promissory   Notes, 

and  Guarantees  of  Notes  and  Cheques  on  Banks  and  Bankers.  6th 
Edition  ;  by  E.  H.  Bennett.     Svo.     \l.  lu.  (>d. 

Commentaries  on  Equity  Pleadings  and  the  Inci- 
dents relating  thereto,  according  to  the  Practice  of  the  Courts  of 
Equity  of  England  and  America.     8th  Edition.     Svo.     zl.xis.6d. 

Commentaries  on  Equity  Jurisprudence  as  admi- 
nistered in  England  and  America,    nth  Edition.     3/.  15,1. 

Treatise   on   the    Law  of   Contracts.      By  William 

W.  Story.    4th  Edition,  2  vols.  Svo.     3/.  3J. 

Treatise  on  the  Law  of  Sales  of  Personal  Property. 

4th  Edition,  edited  by  Hon.  J.  C.  Perkins.    Svo.     i/.  xis.  td. 

Sub-Tropical  Rambles.    See  Pike  (N.) 

Suburban    Sketches,   by  the  Author  of  "Venetian    Life." 

Post  Svo.     6j. 

Sullivan  (G.  C.)  Dhow  Chasing  in  Zanzibar  Waters  and 

on  the  Eastern  Coast  of  Africa  ;  a  Narrative  of  Five  Years'  Expe- 
riences in  the  suppression  of  the  Slave  Trade.  With  Illustrations  from 
Photographs  and  Sketches  taken  on  the  spot  by  the  Author.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  extra,     xts.     Second  Edition. 

Summer  in  Leslie  Goldthwaite's  Life,  by  the  Author  of 
"The  Gayworthys,"  Illustrations.    Fcap.  Svo.     y.  td. 
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Sweet    not    Lasting.      A   Novel,   by  Annie    B.    Lefurt. 

I  vol.  crown  8vo.,  cloth,     los.  6d. 

Swiss  Family  Robinson,   i2mo.     3^.  6d. 


AUCHNITZ'S     English    Editions    of    German 

Authors.     Each  volume  cloth  flexible,  2s.  ;  or  sewed,  xs.  td. 

The  following  are  now  ready  : — 

On  the  Heights.     By  B.  Auerbach.     3  vols. 
In  the  Year  '13.     By  Fritz  Reuter.     i  vol. 
Faust.     By  Goethe,     i  voL 
Undine,  and  other  Tales.    By  Fouque.     i  vol. 
L'Arrabiata.     By  Paul  Heyse.     i  vol. 

The  Princess,  and  other  Tales.  By  Heinrich  Zschokke.  i  vol. 
Lessing's  Nathan  the  Wise. 

Hacklander's  Behind  the  Counter,  translated  by  Mary  Howitt. 
Three  Tales.     By  W.  Hauff. 
Joachim  v.  Kamern  ;    Diary  of  a  Poor  Young  Lady.     By  M. 

Nathusius. 
Poems  by  Ferdinand  Freiligrath.     Edited  by  his  daughter. 
Gabriel.  From  the  German  of  Paul  Heyse.  By  Arthur  Milman. 
The  Dead  Lake,  and  other  Tales.     By  P.  Heyse. 
Through  Night  to  Light.     By  Gutzkow. 
Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces.     By  Jean  Paul  Richter. 
The  Princess  of  the  Moor.     By  Miss  Marlitt. 
An  Egyptian  Princess.     By  G.  Ebers.    2  vols. 
Ekkehard.     By  J.  V.  Scheffel. 
Barbarossa  and  other  Tales.    By  P.a.ul  Heyse.    From  the  German. 

By  L.  C.  S. 

Tauchnitz  (B.)  German  and  English  Dictionary,    Paper, 

xs.  ;  cloth,  \s.  6d.  ;  roan,  2j. 

French  and  English.    Paper  ij-.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s, ; 


roan,  2s.  6d. 

Italian  and  English.    Paper,  ij-.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s.; 


roan,  2s.  6d. 

Spanish  and  English.  Paper,  is.  6d. ;  cloth,  2s.-y 


roan,  2S.  6d. 


New  Testament.     Cloth,  2s.  ;  gilt,  2s.  6d.    See  New 


Testament. 
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Tayler  (C.  B.)  Sacred  Records,  &c.,  in  Verse.     Fcap.  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Taylor  (Bayard)  The  Byeways  of  Europe ;  Visits  by  Unfre- 
quented Routes  to  Remarkable  Places.  By  Bayard  Taylor,  author 
of  "Views  Afoot."     2  vols,  post  Svo.     16s. 

Story  of  Kennett.   2  vols.     16^. 

Hannah  Thurston.    3  vols.     i/.  ^. 

Travels  in  Greece  and  Russia.    Post  Svo.     "js.  6d. 

Northern  Europe.     Post  Svo.     Cloth,  %s.  6a. 

Egfypt  and  Central  Africa. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast.     Crown  Svo.     lOi".  6J. 

A  Summer  in  Colorado.     Post  Svo.     ^s.  6d. 

Joseph  and  his  Friend.    Post  Svo.     10s.  6d. 


Views  Afoot.     Enamelled  boards,    is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s. 

See  Low's  Cop^Tight  Edition. 

Tennyson's  May  Queen ;  choicely  Illustrated  from  designs  by 
the  Hon.  Mrs.  Boyle.     Crown  Svo.     See  Choice  Series.     5J. 

Thomson  (J.)    See  Illustrations  of  China. 

Thomson  (Stephen).     .SV^Chefs-d'CEuvre  of  Art. 

Thomson   (W.   M.)  The   Land  and  the  Book.    With  300 

Illustrations.     2  vols.     i/.  is. 

Threshold  of  the  Unknown  Region.    See  Markham. 
Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  to  Young  People,  Single  and 

Married.     (Low's  American  Series).  Vol.  xxi.    is.  6i/.  boards;  2s.  cloth. 

Tinne    (J.    E.)    The    Wonderland    of    the     .\ntipodes  : 

Sketches  of  Travel  in  the  North  Island  of  New  Zealand.  Illustrated 
with  numerous  Photographs.     Demy  Svo.,  cloth  extra.     i6s. 

Tischendorf  (Dr.)  The  New  Testament.     Seel<Iew  Testa- 
ment. 

Tolhausen   (A.)   The    Technological   Dictionary   in   the 

French,  English,  and  German  Languages.  Containing  the  Technical 
Terms  used  in  the  Arts,  Manufactures,  and  Industrial  Affairs  generally. 
Revised  and  Augmented  by  M.  Louis  Tolhausen,  French  Consul  at 
Leipzig.     This  Work  will  be  completed  in  Three  Parts. 

The  First  Part,  containing  French-German-English,  crown  Svo.  2  vols, 
sewed,  8s. ;  i  vol.  half  roan,  gs. 

The   Second   Part,   containing  English-German-French,    crown    Svo. 
2  vols,  sewed,  8s.  ;  i  vol.  bound,  gs. 

A  Third  Part,  containing  German-English-French,  is  also  in  prepara- 
tion. 

%*  The  First  Half  of  Part  I.  sewed.     4s. 
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Townsend   (John)   A   Treatise    on   the    Wrongs   called 

Slander  and  Libel,   and   on   the  remedy,  by  civil  action,   for  these 
wrongs.     8vo.     Second  Edition,     i/.  los. 

Tuckermann  (C.  K.)  The  Greeks  of  To-day.     Crown  8vo. 

cloth.     IS.  6d. 

Twenty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.     See  Verne. 
Twenty  Years  Ago,    (Forming  Volume  3  of  the  John  Halifax 

Series  of  Girls'  Books).     Small  post  8vo.     ^s. 

Twining  (Miss)  Illustrations  of  the  Natural  Orders  of 
Plants,  with  Groups  and  Descriptions.  By  Elizabeth  Twining. 
Reduced  from  the  folio  edition,  splendidly  illustrated  in  colours  from 
nature.     2  vols.     Royal  8vo.     5/.  5J. 

Under    Seal    of    Confession.      By    Averil     Beaumont, 

Author  of  "  Thornlcroft's  Model."     3  vols,  crown  Svo.,  cloth.     31J.  6d. 

Unprofessional  Vagabond.     See  Carlisle  (T.) 

ANDENHOFF'S  (George),  Clerical   Assistant. 

Fcap.     y.  td. 
Ladies'  Reader  (The).    Fcap.     5^. 


Varia  ;  Rare  Readings  from  Scarce  Books,  by  the  author  of 
"  The  Gentle  Life."  Reprinted  by  permission  from  the  "  Saturday  Re- 
view," "  Spectator,"  &c.     6j. 

Vaux  (Calvert).    Villas  and  Cottages,  a  new  edition,  with 

300  designs.     Svo.     15J. 

VERNE'S   (JULES)   WORKS. 

Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon.  New  Edition.  Numerous 
Illustrations,  printed  on  Toned  Paper,  and  uniformly  with  "Around 
the  World,"  &c.     Square  crown  Svo.     qs.  6d. 

Meridiana  :  Adventures   of  Three    Englishmen  and 

Three  Russians  in  South  Africa.  Translated  from  the  French. 
With  Numerous  Illustrations.  Royal  i6mo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt 
edges,     -js.  6d. 

The  Fur  Country.  Crown  Svo.  With  upwards  of  80 
Illustrations.     Cloth  extra,     xos.  6d. 

Twenty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.  Trans- 
lated and  Edited  by  the  Rev.  L.  P.  Mekcier,  M.A.  With  113 
very  Graphic  Woodcuts.  Large  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 
loj.  6d. 

Around  the  World  in  Eighty  Days.  Numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Square  crown  Svo.     7.^.  6d. 

From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon,  and  a  Trip  Round  It. 

Numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo.,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  zos.  6d. 
New  Edition. 

A  Floating  City  and  the  Blockade  Runners.  Con- 
taining about  50  very  fine  Full-page  Illustrations.  Square  crown 
Svo.     Cloth,  gilt  edges,     -js.  6d. 
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Very  Far  West  Indeed.     ^^<?  Johnson. 

Viardot   (L.)   Wonders   of  Italian    Art,   numerous  photo- 
graphic and  other  illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     xis.  6d. 


Wonders  of  Painting,    numerous    photographs    and 

other  illustrations.     Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d. 

Wonders    of    Sculpture.       Numerous    Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo.     12s.  6d. 

Vincent  (F.)  The  Land  of  the  White  Elephant  :   Sights 

and  Scenes  in  South-Eastern  Asia.  A  Personal  Narrative  of  Travel  and 
Adventure  in  Farther  India,  embracing  the  countries  of  Burmah,  Siam, 
Cambodia,  and  Cochin  China,  1871-2.  With  Maps,  Plans,  ana  numer- 
ous Illustrations.     8vo.  cloth  extra.     i8j. 


AKE    ROBIN;    a  Book   about    Birds,    by    John 
Burroughs.     Crown  8vo.     5s. 

Warner    (C.    D.)    My   Summer  in   a   Garden. 

Boards,  is.  6d.  ;  cloth,  2s.     (Low's  Copyright  Series.) 

Back-log  Studies.     Boards  ij'.  6^.;  cloth  2J-.     (Low's 

CopjTright  Series.) 

We  Girls.     See  Whitney. 

Webster  (Daniel)  Life  of,  by  Geo.  T.  Curtis.    2  vols.    8vo. 

Cloth.     26s. 

Werner  (Carl),  Nile  Sketches,  Painted  from  Nature  during 
his  travels  through  Egypt.  Facsimiles  of  Water-colour  Paintings 
executed  by  Gustav  W.  Seitz  ;  with  Descriptive  Text  by  Dr.  E.  A. 
Brehm  and  Dr.  Dumichen.  Imperial  folio,  in  Cardboard  Wrapper. 
3/.  lOJ. 

Three  Series,  each  ;^  3  loy. 

Westminster  Abbey  and  Palace.  40  Photographic  Views 
with  Letterpress,   dedicated  to  Dean  Stanley.      4to.      Morocco  extra, 

Wheaton  (Henry)  Elements  of  International  Law.    New 

edition.  \_In  the  press. 

"When  George  the  Third  was  King.    2  vols.,  post  8vo.    2.\s. 

Where  is  the  City  .'     i2mo.  cloth.     6j 

White  (J.)  Sketches  from  America.     8vo.     \2s. 
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White  (R.  G.)  Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  William  Shake- 
speare.    Post  8vo.      Cloth.     loj.  €>d. 

Whitney  (Mrs.  A.   D.  T.),  The  Gayworthys.     Small  post 

Svo.     3J.  6d. 

Faith  Gartney.    Small  post  Svo.    3^.  dd.   And  in  Low's 


Cheap  Series,  is.  6d.  and  25. 

Hitherto.     Small  post  Svo.    3J-.  6d.  and  2s.  6d. 


Summer  in  Leslie  Goldthwaite's  Life.    S-mall  post 

8vo.     3J.  6d. 

The  Other  Girls.    Small  post  Svo.,  cloth  extra.    3^'.  6d. 

We  Girls.     Small  post  Svo.     3^.  6d.     Cheap  Edition 


TS.  6d.  and  2s. 

Whyte  (J.  W.  H.)  A  Land  Journey  from  Asia  to  Europe. 

Crown  8vo.     12s. 

Wills,  A  Few  Hints  on  Proving,  without  Professional 
Assistance.  By  a  Probate  Court  Official.  Fourth  Edition, 
revised  and  considerably  enlarged,  with.  Forms  of  Wills,  Residuary 
Accounts,  &c.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  limp.     u. 

Winter  at  the  Italian  Lakes.     With  Frontispiece  View  of 

Lake  Como.     Small  post  8vo.,  cloth  extra,     "js.  6d. 

Woman's  (A)  Faith.  A  Novel.  By  the  Author  of  "  Ethel." 
3  vols.    Post  Svo.    31^.  6d. 

Wonders  of  Sculpture.    See  Viardot. 

Worcester's  (Dr.),  New  and  Greatly  Enlarged  Dictionary 

of  the  English  Language.  Adapted  for  Library  or  College  Refer- 
ence, comprising  40,000  Words  more  than  Johnson's  Dictionary'.  4to. 
cloth,  1,834  pp.     Price  31J.  6d.  well  bound  ;  ditto,  half  mor.  2/.  2s. 

"  The  volumes  before  us  show  a  vast  amount  of  diligence  ;  but  with 
Webster  it  is  diligence  in  combination  with  fancifulness, — with  Wor- 
cester in  combination  with  good  sense  and  judgment.  Worcester's  is  the 
soberer  and  safer  book,  and  may  be  pronounced  the  best  existing  English 
Lexicon. " — A  thenaunt. 

Words  of  Wellington,  Maxims  and  Opinions,  Sentences 

.and  Reflections  of  the  Great  Duke,  gathered  from  his  Despatches, 
Letters,  and  Speeches  (Bayard  Series).     2s.  6d. 

Young  (L.)  Acts  of  Gallantry;  giving  a  detail  of  every  act 
for  which  the  Silver  Medal  of  the  Royal  Humane  Society  has  been 
granted  during  the  last  Forty-one  years.     Crown  Svo.,  cloth,     "js.  6d. 
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